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THE CORNELL CAMPUS STORE 


Invites you become with two recently added 


features our Book Department. 


section non-text used books now offered, with the selec- 
tion about two hundred titles being changed every week. 
wide range subjects represented. Many titles are long out 
print, with some the category rare books. All are of- 
fered low prices. will pay you look over this selection 


every week. 


Fine recordings great literature—living literature—are 
another increasingly popular offering. rewarding ex- 
perience listen the quiet your own home the richly 
expressive voice Dylan Thomas reading his poetry, 
the deeply moving sermons John Donne eloquently read 
Herbert Marshall. Other recent recordings include Shaw’s 
“The Apple Cart,” read Noel Coward and Margaret Leigh- 
ton; poetry Blake read Sir Ralph Richardson; poetry 
Gerard Manley Hopkins read Cyril Cusak; the complete 
performance “Under Milkwood,” with Dylan Thomas and 
others. These are only few the recordings available. 


Any one them would make excellent gift. 
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CONTRIBUTORS 


This issue Epoch presents the first published stories two new 
writers, TOM PYNCHON and RONALD SUKENICK. PYNCHON, 
student English and writing Cornell, has been awarded Woodrow 
Wilson fellowship begin graduate study next SUKENICK, who 
graduate student Brandeis, spending this year Fulbright scholar 
JEROME, whose long poem appears this issue, has 
published Epoch before, and also many other the quarterlies 


among his recent publicatons article poetic composition the last 
issue The Yale Review. teaches Antioch College, and poetry 
editor the Antioch Review. 


CORRECTION 


the Winter issue the order the stanzas Harold Eastman’s “Get- 
ting Gertie’s Garter” was inadvertently transposed. This the correct 
order: 


Beast shadowed Beauty down her hotel 
Hallway pleasures, the farce sidled towards 
It’s central bedroom, the clown’s trick sword 
Collapsed again, again the curtain fell 

And hid how all our first born sons got word 

the entr’acte that would make well. 


Before the slick stagehand knocked remind 
Them, sotto-voce, their state conveyance, 
Before they marched on, ranked compliance, 
Trailing their tradesman attitudes behind, 

They exposed the old dame who ran the seance, 
Who wept and said, know, Boys, but kind.” 


Under the bunting they shouldered arms, and then, 

piano wire raised them towards Washington, 

Their fan clubs cheered and called, “Have fun, have fun.” 
Nothing remained show where they had been 

But the blue spot and the big amber one. 

Rumor said they would engaged again. 


Rumor said the show would end someday. 
Rumor said someday the nice young lush 
Would get Gertie’s garter and the red plush 
Horse Mrs. Astor drove the play. 

Exeunt, singing. But the ushers said, 
Keep your seats. robbery the risque 
Second act will take your breath away.” 
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MORTALITY AND MERCY VIENNA 
Tom Pynchon 


Just Siegel got the address Rachel had given him 
started rain again. All day rain clouds had hung low and 
ragged-edged over Washington, ruining the view from the top 
the Monument for the high-school kids their senior trips, send- 
ing brief squalls which drove tourists squealing and cursing 
find shelter, dulling the delicate pink the cherry blossoms 
which had just come out. The address was small apartment 
building quiet street near Dupont Circle, and Siegel dove 
into the lobby, out the rain, clutching the fifth scotch 


was carrying were state secret. There had been times 
during the past year, the Avenue Kleber the Viale delle 
Terme Caracalla—when there had been brief case where 
the fifth was now, clutched under the same tweed-clad arm against 
rain deadline some bureaucratic necessity. And most 
these times, especially were hung over from the night before, 
girl fellow junior diplomats had sworn was sure thing 
had turned out much more than sure that the end 
had not been worth even the price drinks, would shake his 
head like drunk who trying stop seeing double, having 
become suddenly conscious the weight the and the 
insignificance its contents and the stupidity what was 
doing out here, away from Rachel, following obscure but 
clearly-marked path through jungle distrainments and 
davits and depositions; wondering why, his first days with the 
Commission, should have ever regarded himself any kind 
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healer when had always known that for prophet 
actually, because you cared about all you had both— 
there question balance sheets legal complexity, and 
the minute you become involved with anything like that you are 
something less; doctor, When was thir- 
teen, little less than month after his bar mitzvah, his cousin 
Miriam had died cancer and perhaps was then sitting 
shivah orange crate darkened room high over the 
Grand Concourse, gaunt and looking little like John Buchan 
hero even thirteen, gazing fixedly the razor slash 
halfway his black necktie—that this awareness had begun 
grow, because still remembered Miriam’s husband cursing 
Zeit the doctor, and the money wasted the operations, and the 
whole AMA, crying unashamed this dim hot room with the 
drawn shades; and had disquieted young Siegel that when 
his brother Mike had gone away Yale take pre-med had 
been afraid that something would and that Mike whom 
loved would turn out only doctor, like Zeit, and 
cursed someday too distraught husband rent garments, 
twilit bedroom. would stand, therefore, out some street, 
not moving, hanging the and thinking about Rachel 
who was 10” her stocking feet, whose neck was pale and 
sleek, Modigliani neck, whose eyes were not mirror images but 
both slanted the same way, dark brown almost fathomlessness, 
and after awhile would drift the surface again and 
annoyed with himself for worrying about these things when the 
data inside the briefcase should have been the office fifteen 
minutes ago; and realize, reluctantly, that the racing against 
time, the awareness being cog, the élan—almost roguery— 
the playboy element the Commission which went well with 
his British staff officer appearance—even the intradepartmental 
scheming and counterscheming which went jazz cellars 
two the morning, pensions over brandy and soda, were, 
after all, exciting. was only when forgot take vitamin 
pills the night before ward off hangover that these funky 
periods would come all. Most the time the brighteyed and 
busy tailed Siegel would assert himself and then would look 
the funky days only brief aberrations. Because when you 
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came down was fun manoeuvre. the army had 
lived golden rule Screw the Sergeant before Screweth 
Thee; later college had forged meal tickets, instigated pro- 
test riots and panty raids, manipulated campus opinion through 
the school newspaper; and this was the part him inherited 
from mother who the age had struggled with her soul 
one night railroad flat somewhere Hell’s Kitchen and, 
half-drunk bootleg beer, had ended refuting Aquinas and 
quitting the Roman church; who would grin fondly her hus- 
band and refer him innocent slob who never had chance 
against her female cunning, and advise Seigel never marry 
schickseh but find himself some nice quiet Jewish girl because 
least there you were given running start. For this his room- 
mate college sophomore year had called him Stephen and 
taunted him mercilessly about the still small Jesuit voice which 
kept him from being either kicked around conscious guilt 
simply ineffective like many the other Jewish boys campus 
seemed Grossmann be. “Also, Grossmann,” Siegel had 
retorted, “it perhaps saves from being schmuck like you.” 
Grossmann would laugh and stick his nose back textbook. 
“It the seed your destruction,” would murmur. 
divided against itself? You know.” Well, here was, and 
the way becoming career man, and not particularly aware 
destruction mainly because was unable give name 
face, unless they were Rachel’s and this doubted. With 
the bottle under his arm climbed two flights stairs, the 
few raindrops which had caught him glistening the shaggy 
tangle his tweed coat. hoped she had said sevenish—he 
was pretty sure but would awkward arrived too early. 
rang the buzzer front door that said and waited. 
seemed quiet inside and was just beginning wonder 
maybe she said eightish when the door opened and 


wild-looking, rangy man with fierce evebrows, wearing tweed 
coat and carrying what looked like pig foetus under one arm, 
stood staring him, empty room behind him, and Siegel, 
annoyed, realized had goofed and that years was long 
time and that this might first indication senility. They faced 
each other like slightly flawed mirror images—different patterns 
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tweed, scotch bottle and pig foetus but discrepancy height 
—with Siegel experiencing mixed feeling discomfort and 
awe, and the word had just floated into his mind 
when the other’s eyebrows shot into twin parabolas and 
stuck out his free hand and said, “You’re early but come in. 
I’m David Lupescu.” Siegel shook hands, muttering his own name 
and the spell broke; looked the object under Lupescu’s arm 
and saw that really was pig foetus, caught the faint scent 
formaldehyde and scratched his head. brought some booze,” 
said. “I’m sorry about this, thought Rachel said seven.” 
Lupescu smiled vaguely and closed the door behind him. “Don’t 
worry about it,” said, “I’ve got put this thing someplace.” 
motioned Siegel seat and picked old-fashioned 
glass from table, chair from nearby, dragged the chair the 
entrance what Siegel presumed was the kitchen, stood the 
chair, took thumbtack from his pocket, stuck through the 
umbilical cord the pig foetus and tacked onto the molding 
over the entrance, hammering with the bottom the glass. 
jumped down off the chair and above him the foetus swung 
dangerously. looked it. hope stays there,” said, 
and then turned face Siegel. “Fetching, isn’t it?” Siegel 
shrugged. exhibit Paris Christmas eve, 1919,” Lu- 
pescu said, “used one place mistletoe. But ten one this 
group even notice it. You know Paul Brennan? won’t.” 

don’t know anybody,” Siegel said, been sort out 
touch. just got back from overseas last week. All the old 
crowd seems have drifted away.” 

Lupescu stuck his hands his pockets and looked around 
the room, brooding. know,” said grimly. “Big turnover. 
But the types are moved toward the kitchen, glanced 
in, paced back again the French windows, then suddenly turned 
and shot out forefinger Siegel. “You.” almost roared. 
“Of course. You’re perfect.” advanced toward Siegel men- 
acingly, stood looming over him. “Good grief,” Siegel said, cower- 
ing little. “Mon semblable,” Lupescu said, “mon frére.” 
gazed Siegel. sign,” said, sign, and deliverance.” 
Siegel could smell fumes Lupescu’s breath. beg your 
pardon,” Siegel said. Lupescu began pacing around the room. 
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“Only matter time,” said. “Tonight. course. Why. 
Why not. Pig foetus. Symbol. God, what symbol. And now. 
Freedom. Deliverance,” screamed. “Genie. Bottle. Century 
after century, until Siegel, fisher souls, pulls the cork.” 
began running around the room. “Raincoat,” said, picking 
raincoat off the sofa, “shaving disappeared into 
the kitchen for moment, came out with overnight kit his 
hand, wearing the raincoat. paused the door. “It’s all 
yours,” said. “You are now the host. host you are trinity: 
(a) receiver guests—” ticking them off his fingers— 
enemy and (c) outward manifestation, for them, the di- 
vine body and blood.” 

minute,” Siegel said, “where the hell are you going?” 
“The outside,” Lupescu said, “out the jungle.” 

“But look, hey, can’t make this. don’t know any these 
people.” 

“All part it,” Lupescu said airily. pick fast 
enough,” and was through the door and out before Siegel could 
think answer. Ten seconds later the door opened again and 
Lupescu stuck his head and winked. Kurtz—he dead,” 
announced owlishly and disappeared. Siegel sat staring the 
foetus. now, what the said slowly. stood and 
strolled across the room where the phone was and dialed 
Rachel’s number. When she answered said, “Fine friends you 
have.” 

“Where are you?” she said. just got back.” Siegel ex- 
plained. “Well I’m glad you called,” Rachel said. called your 
place and you in. wanted tell you, Sally’s brother-in- 
law’s sister, winsome little brat fourteen, just blew into town 
from some girls’ school Virginia and Sally out with Jeff 
got stay here and entertain her till Sally gets back, and the 
time I’m able get away the liquor will all gone: know Lu- 
pescu’s parties.” 

“Oh for god’s sake,” Siegel said irritably, “this ridicu- 
lous. Lupescu’s friends are anything like him this place about 
invaded horde raving lunatics, none whom know. 
And now not even coming.” 

it’s nice crowd,” she said. little curious maybe but 
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think like them. You ought stay.” The door was suddenly 
and violently kicked open and through lurched fat florid ad- 
olescent sailor suit, carrying girl piggy-back. 
the sailor shouted. yew, yew mothuh-lovin Roumanian.” 

“Hold on,” Siegel said. was that again,” asked the 
sailor, who had deposited his passenger the floor. “Mayun 
said whay’s the sailor said. “God,” babbled into 
the phone, “they’re coming, they’re filtering already. What 
do, Rachel, they can’t even talk English. There some nautical- 
looking type here who speaking language known man.” 

“Darling,” Rachel laughed, acting like war flick. 
That’s probably only Harvey Duckworth, who comes from Alabama 
and has charming southern accent. get along wonderfully, 
know you will. Call tomorrow and let know everything 
that has happened.” 

“Wait,” Siegel said desperately, but she had already said 
“Bye-bye,” and hung up. stood there holding the dead receiver. 
Harvey Duckworth was stomping around the other rooms, yelling 
for Lupescu; and the girl, who was very young and had long black 
hair and big hoop earrings and was wearing sweatshirt and levis 
—who seemed Siegel perfect parody the girl bohemian 
the and looked Siegel. want bed with 
she intoned dramatically and all once Siegel cheered up. 
put the receiver back the hook and smiled. “I’m sorry,” 
said suavely, “but statutory rape and all that, you know. Can get 
you drink?” went into the kitchen without waiting for 
answer and found Duckworth sitting the sink trying open 
wine bottle. The cork popped out suddenly and the bottle slipped 
and Chianti splashed all over Duckworth’s whites. damn,” 
Duckworth said, staring the purple stain. “Mizzable Guineas 
can’t even make wahn bottles The buzzer rang and Siegel 
called, “Get that would you, beautiful,” and picked the Chianti 
bottle off the floor. some more,” said cheerfully. 
was beginning feel jovial, irresponsibly so; light-headedness 
which realized might one the first stages hysteria but 
which rather hoped was some vestige the old nonchalance 
which had sustained him the Continent for the past two years. 
the other room heard what sounded like chorus roaring 
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boys, chanting dirty limericks. The girl came and said, “My 
god, it’s Brennan and his friends.” 

“Oh goodo,” Siegel said. seem fine voice.” In- 
deed, they were. his suddenly amiable state seemed Siegel 
that this account the young fellow named Cheever who had 
with beaver took Deeper Human Significance, was 
gilded with certain transcendental light which reminded him 
that final trio from Faust, where the golden stairs come down and 
Margarethe ascends heaven. lovely,” mused. The girl 
looked with disgust Duckworth and then smiled brightly 
Siegel. “By the way,” she said, “I’m Lucy.” 

“Hi,” Siegel said. “My name Cleanth but friends call 
Siegel, out pity.” 

“Where’s David anyway. ought give him hell for inviting 
that oaf Brennan.” 

Siegel pursed his lips. Hell, this was impossible. had 
trust somebody. took her hand and led her into the bedroom 
and sat her down ona bed. “No,” said quickly. “Not what you’re 
thinking.” told her about Lupescu’s sudden departure and she 
shrugged and said, “Maybe was good thing. would have 
cracked sooner later, was going 

strange way put it,” Siegel said. After all, going 
native Washington, D.C.? more exotic places, certainly, 
had seen that. remembered Peter Arno cartoon the New 
Yorker had always liked, showing girl Apache costume, sit- 
ting the lap depraved-looking Frenchman sidewalk 
cafe; and the girl’s friend, obviously American tourist, armed 
with camera, shoulder-bag and guidebook, saying, with scandal- 
ized expression, “But Mary Lou, you mean not going back 
Bryn Mawr, Still, stranger things had happened. the 
two semesters spent Harvard Siegel had witnessed the gradual 
degeneration his roommate Grossmann, proud and stubborn 
native Chicago who denied the presence any civilization out- 
side Cook County and for whom Boston was worse even than 
Oak Park, was fact, sort apotheosis the effete and the 
puritan. Grossmann had remained unmarred, majestically sneer- 
ing, happy-go-lucky, until one Christmas eve and Siegel and 
some friends and group Radcliffe girls had gone carolling 
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Beacon hill. Whether was the booze they had brought along 
the fact that Grossmann had just finished reading not only Santa- 
yana’s The Last Puritan but also considerable amount 
Eliot—and might have been little more susceptible tradi- 
tion general and Christmas eve Beacon hill particular 
—or merely the bothersome tendency Grossman had get senti- 
mental the company girls, had still been touched 
enough inform Siegel later that night that maybe there were 
few human beings Boston after all. And this had been the first 
tiny rent that Midwestern hauteur which had carried 
now carries his cape; after that night was all down- 
hill. Grossmann took strolling the moonlight with only the 
most patrician Radcliffe and Wellesley girls; discovered 
wonderful make-out spot down behind the minute man statue 
Concord; began carrying black umbrella and gave away all 
his loud clothes, substituting flawless and expensive tweeds and 
worsteds. Siegel was mildly disturbed all this but was not 
until one afternoon the early spring, when entered their 
rooms Dunster and surprised Grossmann standing front 
the mirror, umbrella under one arm, eyebrows raised supercili- 
ously and nose ached loftily, reciting parked car Har- 
vard yard,” over and over, that was struck with the extent his 
roommate’s dissipation. The strong nasal r’s Siegel had secretly 
admired were now eneverated and pallid; and that classic shib- 
boleth, Siegel recognized poor, innocent Grossmann’s swan song. 
year later Siegel got letter, the last: Grossmann had married 
Wellesley girl and they were living Swampscott. Sit tibi terra 
levis, Grossmann. But Siegel wondered how the hell was pos- 
sible for anyone sink roots town once middle class and 
cosmopolitan Washington. You could become bourgeois 
one the international set but this could happen any city. Un- 
less had nothing with the place all and was question 
compulsion—unless there was something which linked people like 
Gaugin and Eliot and Grossmann, some reason which gave them 
other choice; and this was why, when had happened Boston 
and now maybe even Washington, for god’s sake, Siegel felt un- 
easy and unwilling think about too much. This little Jesuit 
thing, this poltergeist, would start kicking around inside his head 
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just had done with the briefcase, and call him back the real 
country where there were drinks mixed and bon mots 
tossed out carelessly and maybe drunk two take care of. 
was doing that now. all did was look Lucy quizzically and 
say, don’t know. seemed sort under the weather. Also 
maybe little neurotic.” 

The girl laughed softly, not trying for rapport any more, not 
even the bedroom kind; but anxious now for thoughts her own 
which Siegel was neither ready curious about nor confident 
would able cope with. little neurotic,” she said, like 
being little bit pregnant. You don’t know David. He’s well, 
Siegel, he’s the only one who is.” Siegel smiled. shouldn’t 
talk,” said, “I’m stranger. Look Lucy, would you help out 
little with this group?” 

“Me help Suddenly weak, she answered with some- 
thing that was curiously both impotence and scorn that began 
wonder how well she was herself. “All right, make deal. 
Mutual aid. The truth need shoulder cry on.” Siegel threw 
quick glance behind him out into the kitchen, glance which she 
caught. “Don’t worry about them,” she smiled, take care 
themselves for awhile. They know where the liquor and every- 
thing.” Siegel smiled apology, pushed the door shut and settled 
back the bed next her, resting one elbow. Klee original 
was the wall facing them; two crossed BAR’s, hunting rifles and 
few sabres hung around the other walls. The room was sparsely 
furnished Swedish modern and carpeted wall wall. looked 
down her and said, “OK, ery away.” 

don’t really know why should telling you about this,” 
she began and was she had said, “Bless father for have 
sinned,” because Siegel often thought that all the punks, lushes, 
coeds woebegone PFC’s—the whole host trodden-on and 
disaffected—who had approached him with that opening formula 
were placed end end they would surely reach from here back 
the Grand Concourse and timid spindleshanked boy slashed 
necktie. “Except,” she continued, “that you look like David, you 
have the same kind sympathy for anybody who gets kicked 
around, feel that somehow.” Siegel shrugged. she 
said, “it’s Brennan. Brennan and that bitch And she 
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went tell how apparently this female economics expert named 
Debby Considine had returned week ago from expedition 
Ontario and right away Paul Brennan had started chasing her 
again. There was tree outside her apartment house St. and 
Brennan had climbed this tree and waited for her come out 
and whenever she did would proclaim his passion for her 
loud and improvised blank verse. Usually small crowd would col- 
lect and finally one night the cops came with ladders and hauled 
him down and dragged him away. “And who does call come 
down the precinct bail him out,” Lucy said. “Me, who. 
Right before payday too. The bastard still hasn’t paid back. 
And make matters worse already had record. Krinkles Por- 
cino, that’s Paul’s roommate, got engaged this girl Monica back 
around February. The two kids were really love, and Paul was 
fond both them, that when Sybil—she was living with 
David the time—started running after Krinkles and threatening 
break the thing anyway she finally threw this big bitch 
scene with Pau! the lobby the Mayflower and Paul ended 
slugging her with vodka bottle happened carrying, and 
they got him for assault. And course David had bad time 
because hates get involved anything, but Sam Fleischmann, 
who’s hated Paul’s guts ever since Paul sold him $100 worth 
phony uranium stock, felt sorry for David that started writing 
poison pen letters Sybil, dumping all over Paul. He’d write them 
the morning right after got up, while made breakfast, and 
both laugh and laugh because was much fun.” 

“Oh,” Siegel said, “ha, ha.” 

“And then when Paul got out,” she went on, “what should 
happen but Harvey had fly into rage Paul knew 
was love with Paul and was sending him cigarettes and cookies 
and things while was stir, and chased Paul for seven 
blocks through the theatre district one night with boatswain’s 
knife. That was sort funny too because Harvey was uniform 
and took four SP’s finally bring him down, and even then 
broke the arm one them and sent another Bethesda Naval 
Hospital with severe abdominal wounds. Paul out bail 
now and threatening get Monica because she’s living with Sam 
but what the hell else can she when Krinkles has been out 
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town for weeks trying kick the habit and all. The trouble that 
damn junkie doesn’t know how really good she is, Siegel. She 
pawned Krinkles’ baritone sax only couple days ago because 
poor Sam had just lost his job the Smithsonian and was actually 
starving before she found out about and took him in. The girl’s 
She went the same way for fifteen minutes more, lay- 
ing bare, like clumsy brain surgeon, synapses and convolutions 
which should never have been exposed, revealing for Siegel the an- 
atomy disease more serious than had suspected: the bad- 
lands the heart, which shadows, and crisscrossed threads 
inaccurate self-analysis and Freudian fallacy, and passages where 
the light and perspective were tricky, all threw you into that height- 
ened hysterical edginess the sort nightmare possible 
have where your eyes are open and everything the scene famil- 
iar, yet flickering behind the edge the closet door, hidden 
under the chair the corner, this sais quoi sinistre 
which sends you shouting into wakefulness. 

Until finally one Brennan’s friends, whom Lucy introduced 
Vincent, wandered and informed them that somebody had 
already walked through the French windows without opening 
and Siegel realized wearily that was going that kind 
party, and having committed himself anyway the very act 
lying next girl did not know and playing the role 
towel for half hour, resolved true British staff officer style 
the jolly old bullet and make the best bad job. 

the were couple seated the sink making out; 
Duckworth, horribly drunk, lying the floor and hurling pistachio 
nuts the pig foetus; and group four five people Ber- 
muda shorts sitting circle playing Prince. the other room 
somebody had put cha cha record and few couples were im- 
provising freely. Presumably intelligent talk flickered around the 
room with the false brightness heat lightning: the space 
minute Siegel caught the words “Zen,” “San Francisco,” and 
“Wittgenstein,” and felt mild sense disappointment, almost 
had expected some esoteric language, something out 
Albertus Magnus. Beside the pig foetus there was only one other 
really incongruous note the whole scene: swarthy looking 
person torn khakis and old corduroy coat who stood one 
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corner like some memento mori, withdrawn 
“That’s Considine’s Lucy said, Indian she brought 
back from Ontario. Boy, what hunk.” 

“He looks sad,” Siegel said. Somebody handed Siegel 
ambiguous mixture old-fashioned glass and sipped auto- 
matically, grimaced and set down. “His name Irving Loon,” 
she said dreamily. 

“Irving what?” said Siegel. 

“Loon. He’s Ojibwa. there’s Paul. Talking Considine, 
the bastard.” She led him over corner where diminutive jun- 
ior executive type was eagerly haranguing this serpentine brunette 
with heavily mascaraed eyes. his first glimpse Debby Consi- 
dine Siegel drew low whistle and let the four fingers his left 
hand wobble and for few times, forgetting about Irving Loon, 
Prince players and drunken sailors. whispered. 
Lucy glared him. “Not you too,” she said furiously. “Goddamn 
all these sex machines.” was introduced and after awhile Lucy 
managed haul Brennan away some pretext other and Siegel 
was left alone with the lady economist. how were the boon- 
docks Ontario,” said. She looked him from under lowered 
lashes. she murmured husky, detached voice. 
“Do you know the Ojibwa?” Seigel began flipping over stack 
mental IBM cards frantically. There was something knew, some- 
thing had had college. irritated him not able call 
the information because most the courses had taken had 
served other function—at least such had been his undergraduate 
protests—than provide material for conversation parties like 
this one. Ojibwa Indians. Somewhere Ontario. Something weird, 
even funny, but was damned could pin down. “You look 
Debby said suddenly. “Is there somewhere can 
talk?” and Siegel, pulled away from the IBM cards, thought Jesus 
Christ, here again. led her into the bedroom, which was 
beginning look like some perversely-decorated confessional, and 
wondered whether this had been David Lupescu’s place for listen- 
ing bent souls. had hunch was. She stood close him and 
played with his Challis tie and gave him the demure bit with the 
eyelashes again. “You’re the same,” she whispered, “you have this 
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monumental Lupescu coolness. sure not his double- 

Siegel said, not sure. ahead.” She hesitated 

The eyelids flew open. “David said that too. Who are you, 
Siegel?” 


the moment father confessor. What seems your 
trouble, child.” 
“It’s Irving Loon,” she said, sitting the bed and playing 


with the empty highball glass she had brought with her, ignoring 
the irony, “he was happy back Ontario. ricing time, you 


see, all the families are together, everyone happy, Togetherness 
Ojibwa land. Blasts, brawls, sex orgies, community sings, puberty 
rituals. All kinds wonderful local color fill notebook after 
notebook with. And Irving Loon, ten feet tall with fists like rocks 
and enough make even jaded heart like mine uneasy.” Then, 


surprisingly—and, for Siegel, embarrassingly—she began reeling 
off list the affairs she had had all the underdeveloped areas 
she had visited for the State Dept.; several pages unofficial sta- 
tistics which sounded little like the Catalogue aria from Don Gio- 
vanni. seemed she had this habit picking male specimens 
wherever she went and bringing them back with her and dropping 
them after few weeks. Her exes either assimilated with The 
Group found niche some other group dropped out sight 


completely and forever. But Irving Loon, she insisted, was dif- 
ferent. had this brooding James Dean quality about him. “He’s 
been standing the same corner all evening,” she said. 
spoken word for two days. and her eyes gazed over 
Siegel’s shoulder, out into god knows it’s not only 
nostalgia for the wilderness, but almost somehow out there, 
the hinterlands, with nothing but snow and forests and few 
beaver and moose, has come close something which city dwel- 


lers never find all their lives, may never even aware exists, and 
it’s this that misses, that the city kills hides from him.” 
damned, thought Siegel. This broad serious. “And this just 
what can’t tell Paul,” she sighed. makes fun Irving, calls 
him ignorant. But it’s divine melancholia and it’s what love 
about him.” 
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Good grief, that was it. 

Melancholia. Just accident she had used that word, the 
psychologist’s term, instead “melancholy.” Little Professor Mit- 
chell, perched like sparrow his desk anthropology 
hands his coat pockets, permanently sarcastic smile twisting 
one side his mouth, talking about psychopathy among the Ojibwa 
Indians. course. The old memory bank was still functioning 
after all. “You must remember that this group lives forever the 
brink starvation,” Mitchell said that deprecating, apologetic 
tone which implied that for him all cultures were equally mad; 
was only the form that differed, never the content. “It has been said 
that the Ojibwa ethos saturated with anxiety,” and simultane- 
ously pens copied the sentence verbatim. Ojibwa are 
trained, from childhood, starve; the male child’s entire upbring- 
ing dedicated single goal: that becoming great hunter. 
Emphasis isolation, self-sufficiency. There sentimentality 
among the Ojibwa. austere and bleak existence they lead, 
always one step away from death. Before can attain the state 
manhood boy must experience vision, after starving himself 
for several days. Often after seeing this vision feels has ac- 
quired supernatural companion, and there tendency iden- 
tify. Out the wilderness, with nothing but handful beaver, 
deer, moose and bear between him and starvation, for the Ojibwa 
hunter, feeling does bay, feeling concentration obscure 
cosmic forces against him and him alone, cynical terrorists, savage 
and amoral this time smile 
are bent his destruction, the identification may become complete. 
When such paranoid tendencies are further intensified the high- 
competitive life the summer villages ricing and berry-pick- 
ing time, the curse, perhaps, shaman with some personal 
grudge, the Ojibwa becomes highly susceptible the well-known 
Windigo psychosis.” Siegel knew about the Windigo, all right. 
remembered being scared out his wits once camp the fire- 
side yarn image mile-high skeleton made ice, roaring and 
crashing through the Canadian wilderness, grabbing humans 
the handful and feeding their flesh. But had outgrown the 
nightmares boyhood enough chuckle the professor’s de- 
scription half-famished hunter, already slightly iden- 


208 


| 
a 
| 
| 


tifying with the Windigo and turning into frenzied cannibal him- 
self, foraging around the boondocks for more food after had 
gorged himself the bodies his immediate family. “Get the 
had told Grossmann that night, over mugs Wiirtz- 
burger. “Altered perception. Simultaneously, all over god knows 
how many square miles, hundreds, thousands these Indians are 
looking each other out the corner their eye and not seeing 
wives husbands little children all. What they see big fat 
juicy beavers. And these Indians are hungry, Grossmann. mean, 
gawd. big mass psychosis. far the eye can reach—” 
gestured dramatically— “Beavers. Succulent, juicy, fat.” 

“How Grossmann had commented wryly. Sure, 
was amusing, twisted sort way. And gave anthropologists 
something write about and people parties something talk 
about. Fascinating, this Windigo psychosis. And oddly enough its 
first stages were marked profound melancholia. That was 
what had made him remember, juxtaposition words, acci- 
dent. wondered why Irving Loon had not been talking for two 
days. wondered Debby Considine knew about this area the 
Ojibwa personality. Paul just won’t understand,” she was 
saying. “Of course was bitchy thing complain the police 
lie awake nights, thinking him crouched that tree, 
like some evil spirit, waiting for me. suppose always been 
little afraid something like that, something unfamiliar, some- 
thing couldn’t manipulate. yes,” she admitted his raised 
eyebrows, “I’ve manipulated them all right. didn’t want to, 
god knows didn’t. But can’t help Siegel felt like say- 
ing, “Use little less mascara but was brought 
short awareness which had been the back his mind since 
Lupescu had left: half-developed impression about the role 
Lupescu had occupied for this group; and occurred him that 
his double would never have said anything like that. You might 
give absolution penance, but practical advice. Tucked snugly 
some rectory the mind, Cleanth Siegel, S.J., looked with 
approval. “Changing the subject for moment,” Siegel said, “do 
you know, has Irving told you anything about the Windigo?” 

funny you should mention that,” she said, “it’s nature 
god something, that they worship. I’m not the anthropology 
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end things could tell you more about it. But the last time 
Irving was talking—he speaks English well—he said once 
‘Windigo, Windigo, stay me.’ It’s this poetic, religious quality 
him that’s touching.” And right about here Siegel began 
feel really uneasy, hear this tiny exasperating dissonance. 
Poetic? Religious? Ha, ha. “I’m afraid,” she was saying. get 
depressed, exhausted. Even little girl used scared 
being hit meteorite, isn’t that silly? This terror the un- 
familiar, this sort arbitrary act god something. got bad, 
very bad, two years ago and tried straighten everything out with 
act Debby Considine, taking rather more than the pre- 
scribed amount Seconal. Then when didn’t work rode 
another crest and I’ve been there for two years and guess now I’m 
about due for trough again.” 

Siegel sat suddenly and glared straight ahead him, 
the crossed BAR’s the wall. was getting fed with this. 
Lupescu was wrong: you did not pick this sort thing quickly 
all. was slow process and dangerous because the course 
things was very possible destroy not only yourself but your 
flock well. took her hand. “Come on,” said, like 
meet Irving. Say for your penance ten Hail Marys and make good 
Act Contrition.” 

“Oh she murmured, heartily sorry and 
apparently she was, but probably only because the interview had 
been cut short. They threaded their way between several inert 
bodies the kitchen. The cha cha side had been replaced Bar- 
tok’s Concerto for Orchestra and Siegel smiled grimly because 
its appropriateness; because knew could listen anything 
else but this mad Hungarian without getting bugged, but the 
sound entire string section run suddenly amok, shrieking like 
uprooted mandrake, trying tear itself apart, the nimble little 
Machiavel inside him would start throw things the mensch 
who had just cast off adolescence and who still sat perpetual shivah 
for people like Debby Considine and Lucy and himself and all the 
other dead, trying goad into action; and wondered per- 
haps Lucy’s diagnosis Lupescu’s trouble hadn’t been correct, and 
someday he, Siegel, might not find himself standing front 
some mirror with pig foetus under one arm, reciting Freudian 
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cant himself get the proper inflection right. 

“Irving Loon,” Debby said, “Cleanth Siegel.” Irving Loon 
stood motionless, seemingly unaware their presence. Debby put 
her hand the Ojibwa’s arm and caressed it. “Irving,” she said 
softly, “please say something.” Damn the torpedoes, Siegei 
thought. Full speed ahead. said quietly and Irving 
Loon jumped ice cube had been dropped down his neck. 
looked intently Siegel, probing suddenly with black, piercing 
eyes. Then shifted his gaze Debby and smiled wanly. 
his arm around her waist and nuzzled her cheek. “Debby,” mur- 
mured, beautiful little beaver.” 

that sweet,” Debby said, smiling over her shoulder 
Siegel. god, Siegel thought. no. Beaver? Now wait 
minute. Somebody was tugging Siegel’s coat sleeve and 
turned swiftly, nervously, and saw Brennan. “Can see you alone 
for minute,” Brennan said. Siegel hesitated. Irving Loon and 
Debby were whispering endearments one another. “Sure, okay,” 
Siegel said absently. They crunched over the broken glass from 
the French windows and went out small baleony, which was 
just well, because Siegel was beginning get little sick the 
bedroom. The rain had dwindled light mist and Siegel pulled 
his coat collar up. hear you’re pretty sympathetic guy,” Bren- 
nan began, “and guess you know how with and Debby. 
The truth worried about that Indian.” 

I,” Siegel started say and then caught himself. This 
theory about why Irving Loon was not talking was based only 
suspicion; and this whole absurd, surrealist atmosphere had after 
all been working imagination known occasionally off 
the deep end. instead said, could see where you might.” 
Brennan turned crafty. think he’s using hypnosis her.” 
confided, darting quick glances back inside see anyone was 
listening. Siegel nodded profoundly. Brennan went explain 
his side the tree-climbing episode and the time was through 
Siegel, who had not been paying attention, was surprised find, 
looking his watch for the first time that evening, that was al- 
most eleven. few people had left and the party was showing the 
first signs slowing down. Siegel wandered ont into the kitchen 
where found half fifth scotch, and made scotch the 
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rocks; his first drink, matter fact, since had arrived. 
stood the kitchen, alone, trying assess things. First stage, mel- 
ancholia. Second stage, direct violence. How much had Irving Loon 
been drinking? How much did starvation have with the psy- 
chosis once got under way? And then the enormity hit him. 
Because this hunch were true, Siegel had the power work for 
these parishioners kind miracle, bring them very tangible 
salvation. miracle involving host, true, but like holy eucha- 
rist. was the only one, besides Irving Loon, who knew. Also, 
sober voice reminded him, was apparently the only one who 
had the Windigo psychosis his sole piece information about 
the Ojibwa. might case generalization, there might any 
number things wrong with Irving Loon. Still, case 
conscience. Vincent came him and wanted talk but 
waved him off. Siegel had had about enough confessions. 
wondered how his predecessor had managed remain father 
confessor for long had. occurred him now that 
Lupescu’s parting comment had been drunken witticism; but 
that the man really had, like some Kurtz, been possessed the 
heart darkness which ivory was ever sent out from the 
interior, but instead hoarded jealously each its gatherers 
build painfully, fragment fragment, temples the glory 
some imago obsession, and decorated inside with the art work 
dream and nightmare, and locked finally against hostile for- 
est, each “agent” his own ivory tower, having windows look 
out of, turning further and further inward and cherishing small 
flame behind the altar. And Kurtz too had been his way father 
confessor. Siegel shook his head, trying clear it. Somebody had 
started crap game the other room and Siegel sat down the 
kitchen table, swinging one leg, looking the crowd. “Oh you’re 

was beginning think that maybe should tell all these 
people hell and drop Rachel after all when saw 
Irving Loon come dreamlike under the pig foetus, eyes staring 
straight ahead, unseeing. Siegel, paralyzed, watched Irving Loon 
into the bedroom, drag chair over one wall, stand it, and 
unhook one the BAR’s. Rapt, entirely absorbed what was 
doing, the Indian began rummaging around the drawers 
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Lupescu’s desk. Gingerly Siegel edged himself off the table and 
tiptoed the bedroom door. Irving Loon, still singing himself, 
produced with smile box .30 caliber ammunition. Happily 
began putting rounds into the magazine. Siegel counted the 
rounds put them in. The magazine would hold 20. All right, 
Siegel, said himself, here is. Moment truth. Espada 
broken, muleta lost, horse disembowelled, picadors sick with fear. 
Five the afternoon, crowd screaming. Miura bull, sharp horns, 
charging in. figured there were about sixty seconds make 
decision, and now the still small Jesuit voice, realizing that the 
miracle was his hands after all, for real, vaunted with the same 
sense exhiliration Siegel had once felt seeing five hundred 
hysterical freshmen advancing the women’s dorms, knowing 
was who had set all motion. And the other, gentle part 
him sang kaddishes for the dead and mourned over the Jesuit’s 
happiness, realizing however that this kind penance was good 
any other; was just unfortunate that Irving Loon would the 
only one partaking any body and blood, divine otherwise. 
took more than five seconds for the two sides agree that there 
was really only one course take. 

Quietly Siegel strolled back through the kitchen, through the 
living room, taking his time, unnoticed the 
opened the door, stepped out into the hall and closed the door 
behind him. walked downstairs, whistling. the first floor 
landing, heard the first screams, the pounding footsteps, the 
smashing glass. shrugged. What the hell, stranger things had 
happened Washington. was not until had reached the street 
that heard the first burst the BAR fire. 
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JANET 
Judson Jerome 


Green, though was what they called Veteran, 
and home week, found had become 
transformed from something scrawny boy 
something flag and fife and drum. 

But Janet had instinct for symbols; she 


knew Mother, Nation, Church, would find fit 
and sinless; meanwhile would serve. She was 
lascivious banana-split, 

this camellia cloud who condensed 
(vapor Texas oil): cumulous thickness 


limb and lip and tongue were her decoy 

for hair-spring heart deadly summer quickness. 
Beauty! one says horse that seems 
impossibly nimble and sleek; and embrace 
scarcely contained her shoulders; neck was stiff 


from too much reaching for her cloudy face. 
Too bad kid the kid, after such sadness 
and drizzly Corpus winter nights, the hours 
lighted yellow radio dial, coffee 

drive-ins, smoking, talking, parking—hours 
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which, for child, she peeled life down 

its core sudden horror: nothing had 
prepared for sordidness, not Hitler 

nor any more intimate ways finding Bad— 
nursery cruelty, adolescent animality— 


gave such vision deliberate meaninglessness. 
think, have survived, must have found 
some meaning life cannot make confess. 
That she survived, and how, all the horror, 

the rain grief, the unfathomable source. 


went like this: her father lent his car; 

and nightly would scour the spitting course 

wet and flat roads round the glistening city. 
Always she came fresh advertised, 

and always, before the night was gone, her tears 


and loving left her pulpy, realized, 

product bought and used. Innocent loving, 
true, worked slowly—thinking the sweet 
family-type and round-eyed girl socks 

knew before the spoil war. meet 


mind its own terms was 
strategy. had read the way change 
libido was talk: the first week 
elaborated the passing strange 

and wondrous pitiful; then she began 


her tale, which was somewhat disarrange 

Boy Scout Manual seduction. slept 

the guestroom her home, which went its juice- 
vacuum-and-Godfrey way though 
the sun kitchen window made truce 
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between God and Texas: there was nothing 
forgive. But Janet tiptoed ten 

and kissed under canopy hair 

and were back sunless lives again, 
among the shapeless ogres the heart. 


Her parents sent her innocently, just 

16, away state-supported prep 

school flatland town, Concourse, her bust 
having already burst like dough, with large 
allowance and wardrobe, College Girl, they thought 


her, but amusing, little girls who scuff 
around the house grown-up shoes. She sought 
Concourse Corydon and found one with 

car. Oh, tempora and mores then 
conjoined: the pimply squeak for whom flower 


was something dig pollen from, this Ben, 

gave her towel sit not 

stain his car seat, said his insect way 

she should stop whimpering. Done. Nothing more 
that than incision, nothing gay 


even passionate, and Janet stared 

the whirling roadside raked white sealed beams; 
her lap lay all the seeds consequence, 

the pencil-point pain, and high, like dreams, 
throbbed phosphorescent stars: heat, hurt. 


This thing went on. What reason not could 
she give Ben, who went reasons like 

rat? Thunder tail-pipes nightly would 
echo outside the dorm, and she would go— 

library pass. The Ford would hurtle down 
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the road like rocks chute. What reason was 
there not to? Janet asked me, and frown, 
like pupil’s, remembering sum, was always 
silent, still hoped follow Ben 

before she thought reasons. Sighing, she 


went on. month took pain away and when 

she heard that explosive summons nerves would race 
beneath her skirt: and pleasure was but one 

her pleasures. Sitting Algebra she would 

have something think about. endless stun 


settled like honey her head, vague 
superiority all the girls, 

all the teachers, too, all flat-chested 

people the world. Her neck was touched curls 
like fingers, her thighs bellied one another, 


and the mirror her senses thus supplied 
all questions and all answers. Even Ben, 

the secret piston creature, seemed outside 

her orbit sensation. But must 

have intervened, for the end the term 


disaster came like grades: there were sure signs 
that something grew within her like worm. 
Well, then, confusion—how she wired home she 
would have holiday Beaumont, how 

she drew her money, extorted more from Ben, 


went friend who had friend, and now 
losing and gaining weight contending forces, 
she found fellow who said could 

all chemicals, and went him, greasy, 
thin, pale, more than twenty, and she knew 
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this was not working, looked her over, 

with his curling comma mouth, his smile scum, 
gave her some powder, water rusty 

glass, said there was danger numb 

feeling (she said she felt it)—then the dirty 


pictures, for stimulation, said, 

and, finally, course, told her that 

for medical reasons, would have bed. 
She did. the moment this seemed logical, 
and, too, she was afraid. His breath was brass. 


last, and soon enough, she found the mill, 
run like Heaven Dr. Corliss Glass, 

who thirty years before began 
young, thorny, feminine, budding rose, 

but who, they say, out driving with her lover, 


bad smash lost him and—joke—her nose. 
What future was there for female doctor 
hideous see? bitterness she bought 

old stone mansion near the heart Beaumont 
with pillared porch, two stories high, then fought 


her fight out with the law, now offered clean 
cheap service scraping women with her skill, 
contempt and high morality. Janet, shrouded, 
limp sheath, came her, looked with ill 
and liquid eyes that hairy triangle 


cavity, winced she was told how murder 
was worse than fornication, and the knife 


came soothing cold caress. She heard her 
child flushed away. Outside, the city glared 
like griddle. Janet, instruction, found 
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chilly cavern where she saw life squared 
black and white. She left dizzy knees, 
returned dizzy streets, she was told, 
for Dr. Glass made sure her patients left 
her sound. The dormitory, which old 


was less than ball-room hung with velvet drapes, 
now held some thirty beds, though that grey night 
that Janet slept there only twelve scoured vessels 

lay the dark white sheets starched and tight 
under the tall open windows. Beaumont 


breathed its summer air, its honks, neon 
reflections. Down the aisle beds could just 

seen tomb-statue-resting forms, the wan 

and passionless who bore what they could bear. 
sound until after midnight, when groan 


came lipless from the distance, tentative 
social tentacle. Another, frog tone 

testing the silence, answering secret roll, 

and Janet, when her turn came mysteriously, 
responded clear sigh. Next cigarets 


appeared like rubies line. knee 
moved, and arm; body turned, inert 
forms were inhabited, the probing threads 
mutuality found root; Janet knew 

with hollowness that soon these stony heads 


would speak. Think that slow black morning 
anonymous voices told, one after one, 

defeats circumstance. Experience 

scabs strangely: one forgets how was done, 

but rubs absently and picks away. 
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These spirits fresh from death could hardly piece 
together what was that brought them there 

but felt some awe fact and some release 

knowing, saying, every hard detail, 

though one might disown objective truth. 


They knitted out the net money, marriage, 
until held their flesh, their age, their youth, 
cords intellect—conceived, but strong 
and real, reaching into the far recesses 

the room, stretching out over the concrete city, 


the fabric sterility. One confesses 

the priest his mind. Janet heard her own 
bodiless voice name nights without reserve 

she could not but abject recognize 

its freedom from the needle-race nerve. 


The bleaching sun burned last: the past 

was gone. She shopped day before she grew 

the grin that would get her through, and then went home, 
the next year finished highschool patiently: 

recovered safely. Her parents never knew. 


She told the last this when were parked 
three hours drive-in. She was holding 
paper cup since cold; 

had napkin was folding and unfolding. 
seemed time pay bill. honked, 


left, rode aimlessly. last the slow 


logic silence gave her leave say, 
“You get need and even want 
Depression trickled icy down spine: 

was the scalpel her sore. 
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short, she had taken all heart 
that longer could have given more. 
Maturity was, then, like this: 
renunciation what one has won 


because the winning must soiled with knowledge. 


Hell! oh, with what acidity fun 

soured boy’s adventures! Janet eyed 

schemer eyes, one committed 

the scheme. kissed her brotherly. She sighed. 
heard that some years later she, admitted 


the Church, was innocently married, confined, 
and now, doubt (she must 28), 

accepts the sun through chintzy kitchen windows. 
fellow whom girls relate 

their old abortions, have had grow 


the common callouses, and now gory 


discussion interferes with appetite, 
but all dissolves grey, like old news story. 
all learn not learn. Unfit bear 


the worm knowing, flush out sight. 
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THE SLEEPING GYPSY 


Ronald Sukenick 


couldn’t even say that she had left him. She had simply 
wandered out his life, her vague way, she had wandered 
into it. Joan. could see her, languid, using her key and walking 
into his room, say, some odd hour that somnambulant 
manner that was oblivious could never make his mind 
whether was comic ominous. was not able guess how 
she had felt about him. fact, failed understand what had 
happened. knew only that she was gone and was unhappy. 

Then one day received letter from her. She was Eng- 
land and she was going married. felt unexpected relief 
that was done with her, finally, and all the trouble she had 
given him. forgot the past and began consider the future 
again. His mood changed what might have been hilarity 
hysteria. was Simon Lode, twenty-five, and eager some- 
thing with his something big, anything. Nothing else seemed 
add up. volunteered for assignment cover grand 
opening the West Coast, and then stayed there take his 
vacation. was good travel after sadness love, thought, 
especially when your journal pays the fare. 

The movie premiered took place underwater, was 
only natural Hollywood that benches and screen had been 
sunk the bottom pool, and the guests supplied with aqua- 
lungs and ballast. But those who tried found impossible drink 
martinis through aqua-lung. Soon even the studio people were 
lounging the patio around the pool, and with the others, the 
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newspaper and magazine people, the ubiquitous starlets, the actors 
costume, were making their way through the strewn diving 
equipment the bar. For Simon these affairs were like conven- 
tions where met the professional acquaintances had made 
the last premiere. was talking one these when felt 
heavy hand his shoulder. 

“All right,” said the voice routine authority. “All right, 
mister, come along.’ 

turned around find policeman standing there beckon- 
ing with his chin. 

“No trouble now,” said the policeman, “come along with 

His acquaintance siuiled. “It’s Sergeant GunCannon,” said. 

“But didn’t it,” said Simon. 

what?” asked GunCannon, his eyes narrowing. 

“Do anything.” 

“Everybody’s done something,” said the Sergeant. “Come 
along.” 

Sergeant GunCannon took him corner the patio. 
young girl was sitting there deck chair, one those glowing 
blond girls who seem grow California, round and golden, like 
the oranges. She wore bathing suit—she gave him the impression 
always having worn bathing suit. 

“Miss said the Sergeant. 

“April,” she said with shy smile. was one those bathing 
suits which, girl didn’t look shy, she looked brazen. Simon 
introduced himself. 

“The Sergeant seems taking in,” said. “Or some- 
one’s taking in. Have done something 

you?” asked April. 

“Nothing can really prosecuted for.” 

“That’s all right, the Sergeant isn’t really policeman. Ser- 
geant GunCannon the Irish Cop. left the force Why did 
you leave the force, Sergeant?” 

“Graft,” said. 

“Uncovering it?” asked Simon politely. 

“Taking it,” said the Sergeant good naturedly. 

he’s the Irish Cop,” said the girl. got contract.” 
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Simon examined the Sergeant who, decided, was truly 
natural. Without the uniform would look like Irish cop out 
uniform. 

know party,” said April. “It would lovely you 
take me.” 

bathing suit?” 

not formal,” she said. 

“Let’s said. “Whose party it?” 

“Daddy’s,” she said. 

daddy?” 

“Reinhard 

“Never heard him.” 

“He produced the movie 

Then she said, making his excuse for him, old 
timer who’s just hit the jackpot again. went out with the silents 
and he’s come back with 3-D. He’s bringing imagination back 
the industry. says.” 

“Is he?” 

“Yes.” 

She led him low red sports car. “Will you drive?” she 
asked. 

take the Sergeant along,” she said. can drive 
fast GunCannon squeezed between them. “Only 
careful,” she added, you have stop for lights. Drinking 
gives the Sergeant the impulse direct traffic.” 

They sped back from the coast Los Angeles, skirting 
white horseshoe beach under high cliffs, then turning into the 
Wilshire Boulevard. The low car moved slowly through 
haze smelling hot rubber and exhaust fumes. GunCannon was 
growing restive. “Use the siren, chief,” grumbled. Simon 
coasted red light, finally, the Sergeant snarled, “Pull over 
the Automatically Simon obeyed, April said, “Oh no,” 
and moment GunCannon had climbed out the car and was 
staggering the intersection, waving the with the assur- 
ance conductor before symphony orchestra. took his 
position the middle the intersection with his arm bent the 
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elbow, holding out the flat his hand, shouting authoritatively 
the drivers. Within minute had all stopped. stood 
there, coolly surveying his work, allow time for the vehicles 
accumulate. Then advanced toward triple line auto- 
mobiles, gesturing magnificently. “All right,” was shouting, 
“back up, back up.” Into reverse went the cars the front 
the line. There rose great noise banging bumpers and 
auto horns. Slowly the traffic began moving backward down the 
Boulevard. Before had come stop against the oncoming 
behind, GunCannon had imperiously maneuvered front 
the vehicles from the intersecting avenue. police motor- 
cycle appeared among tangle locked bumpers, its siren wail- 
ing futilely, barely audible over the clamoring horns. GunCannon 
walked coolly back toward their car shouting, going 
here? Let’s get these cars jumped between Simon 
and the girl. April threw her beach cloak around his shoulders, 
Simon ripped off his uniform hat, directed the car across gas 
station apron, and sped off second the wrong way one way 
street. 

April laughed exultantly. “We own the city!” she cried. 

Simon jammed GunCannon’s hat back his improbably 
tilted head, planting visor backwards. have the 
law our side,” said. slammed GunCannon appreciatively 
the back and his cap flew off. With darting movement April 
picked out the car’s slipstream and pushed back his head. 

April pointing the way, Simon circled the small car into 
the hills over Los Angeles. drove fast the winding roads, 
feeling the wind impacting against his face, the weight the sun 
throbbing his head. There was much speed and power 
simply his two hands that the very landscape rushed 
seemed respond the slightest manipulation his hands and 
feet, the least effort his will. The light fell unmodulated 
the harsh colors the California vegetation, augmenting the 
violence the terrain. seemed fantastic movie-land where 
all gradations somehow became contrasts, where exaggeration 
eliminated the shadings things, where thought became act with 
unimagined directness. There came him striking illusion 
having roll cash his pocket; could positively feel the 
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weight the bills against his body. turned laughing April. 
own the world!” 
“Step it,” said the Sergeant. 


Hollywood Hills higher than Beverly Hills, and Bel Air 
higher than Hollywood Hills. There, over terrace looking down 
the sparkling pool Los Angeles dusk, was the great sheet 
window that was one wall the Foxbite residence. was the only 
wall that was not closely hung with modern art treasure. Foxbite 
had spent his twenty years retirement travelling, studying, and 
collecting. his daughter said him, “really appreciated” 
art. really did. Art, Foxbite believed, belongs the home. 
his home there was not enough wall space left hang strip 
fly paper. The floors were almost cluttered with sculpture. guest 
once sat sharp Brancusi and sued for fifty thousand. But 
all these works none was bad, most were very fine, and among 
them were many unknown names. And they were all Foxbite’s 
choosing. Simon was bewildered this unlikely combination 
vulgarity and fine taste. April had told him that once her pres- 
ence someone her father had offended told him with quivering 
gravity that was truly insane. “Right, Foxbite had 
laughed triumphantly, just don’t get neurotic about it.” Never- 
theless, Simon thought, still insane. 

Simon and April had the honor being the only people there 
bathing suits, but either because April wore bathing suit with 
air never wearing anything else, or, Simon was almost 
suspect, because she never did wear anything else, 
nobody seemed notice. was examining Rouault whose ori- 
ginal had always wanted see when short, balding man 
placed himself between Simon and the painting. smiled broadly 
Simon, pushing the chubby apples his cheeks way 
that made him look were winking with both eyes. 

“Unborn calfskin,” said, holding out his tie. 

Simon looked him inquiringly. 


it,” said the man, prove his point. Simon did. 
“Finest unborn calfskin ever felt,” said. The man smiled 
him, winking with both eyes. But was watching him coldly 
through his smile. Then thrust out quick, fat hand, like paw. 


+ 
q 
| 
296 
“ iis, | 
% 


Foxbite,” barked. Simon took the hand and felt his 
own pumped vigorously. 

you do, sir,” said Simon. Foxbite waved his hand 
the pawing away annoying insect. 

“You like the movie?” demanded. 


“To tell the truth, didn’t see much the movie, but the 
premiere was great.” 

“That boy,” said Foxbite, slapping him the shoulder. 
“Great premieres make great notices. Man from the Bugle called 
most sensational years, and Dudley Ratchick said, ‘Big.’ Every 
time looked him said it. Wouldn’t say anything else. 
big.’ Probably drunk. What about that submarine bit? Submerging 
everything. You like it?” 

Simon felt though were being sold something. “Un- 
usual,” answered. 

“Unusual! friend, that simple bit audacity cost 
thousands. Worth hundreds thousands. You know what the man 
from the Globe said? asked him. said, ‘Sensational, the 
Globe.’ Wise guy. But what care? Listen, even 
overheard anyone calling less than fabulous. Too bad the 
ture stinks. But people hear about it. Can’t avoid it. Energy. Put 
out enough and something’s bound happen. Makes people move. 
Want know what it’s all about. Tell their friends. See for them- 
selves. Can’t help it. Power. Vertu. Sigismondo Malatesta Holly- 
Aeneas Silvius Piccolomini. Became Pope. Said Sigismondo 
seemed born accomplish all undertook, then excommuni- 
cated him. Terribilita. Alive their names. Giangaleazzo Visconti. 
Cola Rienzi. Ferrante Naples. Bernabo and his five thousand 
boar hounds. Can Grande della 

was getting excited. 

“April waving for me,” said Simon. 

“Excuse me,” said Simon, moving away. 

“Gian Antonio Porcello dei Pandoni,” said Foxbite. 

April was speaking with pretty dark haired girl 
walked her. “It’s magnificent,” the girl was saying, looking 
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around the walls, too much. simply have few 
Utrillos our living room.” 

keep our Utrillo the basement,” said April. She took 
Simon’s arm and walked off with him. Simon laughed her. 

“Pretty snappy,” said. 

“Oh well,” she said, “that’s where keep it.” 

up?” asked. 

“Let’s for swim.” 

“Where?” 

“Come on,” she said. 

The pool, set terrace garden, was lit blue lights 
beneath the surface the water. The night was clear and warm. 
Simon felt though were playing love scene within the in- 
tangible confines enormous room, beneath elaborate ceil- 
ing. swam the switch for the pool lights and turned them 
off. are you?” shouted. “Here,” came the answer softly 
across the pool. swam dark spot the water illuminated 
now only the light the night sky. approached the spot 
silently disappeared. “Hey,” called. “Here,” came her voice 
from the other side the pool. moved toward her and again 
she disappeared beneath the surface. “Cut out,” yelled. 
heard her laughter somewhere the darkness. “Go hell,” 
said. rolled over his back and floated contemplating the 
stars. Immediately felt the length her body against his own 
she surfaced beneath him. pulled her the edge the pool, 
kissed her, and lifted her the grass the terrace. 

They were lying quietly the side the pool good deal 
later when Foxbite came out yelling for April. 

“Looking worn out,” said, peering his daughter dubi- 
ously. 

April sighed. guess she’s tired,” Simon explained. 

“Yes,” said Foxbite. 

There was general silence. 

“Well, party’s over,” said Foxbite. “Look lively, daughter.” 

little late for vitality, Daddy.” 

“And good thing that am,” grumbled Foxbite walked 
away. 
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April, Simon recognized, was girl aware predominantly 
her body and her own pleasure. The prism her reflective con- 
sciousness served, now and then, distinguish new shades the 
latter. time marriage, motherhood, and inconsequential sexual 
adventures would added the spectrum. She would the 
kind wealthy woman who takes sudden and irrelevant airplane 
flights distant parts the globe. She might also become inter- 
ested civil rights. But now April was only twenty, forward 
polite, lively though evidently sober. Her elders called her level 
headed, which meant that she was not likely violate her own in- 
terests. Consequently her father trusted her independence. 


Simon complemented April’s peculiar type 
through the appearance, during his California hiatus, being 
seriously interested nothing. allowed scruple, idea, 
standard intrude upon their reciprocal well being. Only one 
breach manners had occurred between them during his time 
Los Angeles, and that after passionate episode night the 
beach beneath the cliffs Foxbite’s coastal estate. asked her 
marry him. She said: you! Who are you?” She said 
laughingly and Simon laughed with her, for that 
moment another joke had occurred him which consisted the 
possibility was Reinhard Foxbite’s future son-in-law. The ad- 
vantages such relation almost moved him ensure his pater- 
nity, and though smiled evilly over this expedient, one does 
who likes fancy himself machiavellian, was prevented from 
Lowering himself from what, Simon did not know, for had 
long since decided that had scruples aside from the large 
unlikely ones, like not committing murder. 


was behaving, Simon was well aware, way that was 
not native him, but Simon considered, was not native 


here. was one those who, having lived out their adolescence 
the short period idealism between World War and the 
Wallace campaign, had absorbed the more romantic aspects 


the moral atmosphere the Thirties. was time that seemed 


have disappeared its own fog, leaving only its occasional bits 
drifting wreckage. Where were the dedicated acquaintances 
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his high school days? They had faded strange, inconsequential 
ways. Teaching freshmen the schools mines, living point- 
lessly unemployment, Mexico for reason, sweetbriar 
expatriates, one already dead basic training accident. Simon 
trusted his ambition. did not care where his career led him 
long seemed him comprise ascent. The only thing 
that interfered with this image himself was his unfortunate habit 
self-analysis. his life could depicted terms ascent, 
seemed him sometimes that the ascent was the shape 
spiral, leading but also, spite himself, inward, toward 
the blank center vortex. 


The day before was take the plane New York Simon 
came dinner the Foxbites’. crossed the patio heard 
the voices April and her father. stopped. 


“What about Catherine Medici?” April was saying. 
ying 


for the suckers, daughter,” said Foxbite. 


Simon did not mean eavesdrop, but was curious hear 
the voice the personal Foxbite. was interested the man, 
and liked him way, liked his unshakeable self-esteem and 
never failing energy. seemed strange Simon, another 


age, which personal effort seemed fair index personal 


triumph, and one could assume the self confidence almost 
certain success. moment later Simon heard Foxbite mention his 
own name. had asked April come with him New York. She 
had finished junior college and had obligations, and Simon 


calculated there was even chance her coming, especially 
since she had been very little the East. decided listen. 


“If you’re not careful, you may end marrying him,” 


said Foxbite. 


“Maybe will,” answered his daughter. 

got nothing.” 

“Get him something.” 

There was silence. Then Foxbite: 

“What can do?” 

“Oh, anything. He’s ambitious.” 

“All right. give you note for Cayman New York. For 
your sake.” 
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Simon waited while, then walked quickly, saying, 
hope I’m not late.” 

week after Simon arrived New York, April told him 
was see Lester Cayman one the television studios, there 
was job for him. Simon told his boss would not work 
the day the appointment and celebrated the occasion the night 
before staying late with April. The appointment was ten: 
awoke nine fifteen and had rush; consequently, cut 
himself shaving. Looking his watch and calculating minutely, 
commenced making two poached eggs. The first broke 
dropped into the water, useless; the second, however, landed and 
poached perfection. removed with large spoon carry 
the table; halfway there his arm jerked the egg fell 
the floor. flung the spoon against the wall cursing, and rushed 
out neighborhood drugstore, afraid trust himself make 
the coffee. entered the store with his handkerchief under his 
nose, the razor cut still bleeding. The counter was crowded, 
couldn’t get the counterman’s attention. Finally yelled through 
his handkerchief, dammit.” The coffee was too hot 
drink. looked his watch and raced off find cab. Late, 
bleeding, and exasperated, arrived Cayman’s office. Mr. 
Cayman had just left for the day. Could arrange another ap- 
pointment? He’d have call. He’d that, thanks ever much, 
and good, good day. What, wondered, did have against that 
job? 

When returned home found cablegram his door. 
“Not getting married broke can you send money Joan.” sent 
her hundred dollars, which could ill afford did not get 
Cayman’s job. But did get it. made another appointment 
with Cayman, who saw him just long enough find out what 
could do, and then had him put work. 

Cayman turned out big rock man, weather beaten, 
his nose flattened that looked negroid, had been 
smashed and rebuilt, his dark hair grey patches. looked 
you impassively, non-committal, with calmness bordering 
contempt. His reputation had been made with the good theater 
groups the Thirties. Simon knew had been associated with 
the Party during that period, but had testified. had also 
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shed blood during the war. Here was solid behind the desk 
television executive—he had made his peace. But had 
stolid air not liking any more than you did. During the ensuing 
months Simon met him socially from time time since was 
friend April’s father. became increasingly impressed 
Cayman’s perfect grasp his own affairs. His destiny seemed 
held with unrelenting pressure the palm his hand. 
would have been mistake, Simon learned, see Cayman’s 
career any great contradiction. That was not how Cayman thought 
it. had admitted his errors, well those his former 
associates, for the public record. then went forge life 
far-seeing compromise. wasn’t the right side was 
the rightest side available. wasn’t that the other sides were 
wronger, was that facing social realities, took the 
trouble explain Simon, there were other His attitude 
was one gritting his teeth and cultivating his own garden 
vindictively possible, reaping his own harvest until time itself 
was ripe. 

was presumably the same fruits lucid realism that 
Simon himself now began enjoy. Not that was enamored with 
his work, nor even love with April; but the powers were benign, 
the days slipped by, and Simon was satisfied with himself. All 
his leisure was spent with April. They agreed tell Foxbite they 
were engaged when came New York. 

few months after sent the hundred dollars Joan, 
she returned with thanks. The letter was sent from Naples. She 
was traveling with French student good family. wanted 
marry her, she wrote, but she believed the family would never 
allow it. She made comment her feelings toward the mar- 
riage. about this time series minor ailments began inter- 
rupt the pleasurable flow Simon’s days. Twice went the 
dentist and twice was told there was nothing wrong with his teeth. 
Nevertheless, had tooth aches. His digestion went bad and 
had x-ray examination. was negative. Then began have 
frequent headaches; when went the optometrist almost 
hoped would told needed glasses. But his vision was 
perfect. Sometimes was difficult for him keep with April’s 
never failing energy and made excuses avoid her. Often 
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wanted nothing more than alone. But though longer 
threw himself into his career with quite his former enthusiasm 
his ambition did not fail him. rather took the form gloating 
over successes achieved; Simon, caught for months the rush 
his life, was involuntarily beginning sit back and watch 
himself. 

the date approached for Foxbite’s arrival New York 
Simon found himself increasingly the company Cayman. 
Although saw little him work grew familiar with him 
the presence April whose favor Cayman seemed now 
soliciting. Simon attributed Cayman’s solicitousness Foxbite’s 
imminent arrival, and considered the situation advantageous 
himself. Moreover, Cayman often took them out, and always in- 
sisted picking the check. Simon welcomed the older man’s 
company and the consequent relief offered what was now 
too frequently the task entertaining April. They enjoyed one 
another’s conversation and let them talk, lapsing himself into 
his own thoughts, perhaps not thoughts but reveries, and some- 
times not even reveries much mere passive withdrawal. 
thoughtless and dreamless. Listening April’s chatter and Cay- 
man’s calm declaratives Simon was soon able slip into kind 
peace could not achieve when was alone. 

himself felt lonely. home always played the 
radio, despite his ample record collection, since was not 
completely subject his own manipulation and was therefore 
hetter company. And also home when had nothing do, 
experienced compulsion worry about something, seeking 
out, when there was nothing rouse his anxiety, inconsequential 
matters that would serve. was careful open his window wide 
when went sleep, for example, for fear might have left 
the gas stove on. When recognized his compulsion anxiety 
had that worry about. about this time ceased keeping 
his cash his wallet, carrying instead loose roll his 
pocket: way indicating himself his improved standard 
living. further amused himself starting payments life 
insurance policy and annuity, recognizing clearly the element 
play involved since would have beneficiary except April 
who would never need it, and could not even remotely imagine 
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himself ever being old enough make use the annuity. the 
same time knew the comfort and security each payment the 
policies would bring him, comfort and security wanted and 
which saw reason for depriving himself of. was worth the 
occasional worry over meeting the payments. 


Then Joan called him one Saturday afternoon. 

“You don’t seem surprised,” she said. 

not.” 

“Were you expecting me?” 

“No. Except that you always turn up. Are you married?” 

“No.” 

“Where are you?” 

“Shall meet you?” 

you like.” 

“Where?” 

“The usual.” 

“Okay,” said. The Sleeping Gypsy. Forty, fifty 

was arrangement from the time they had been together 
that they would meet the Museum when could not sure 
being punctual. She said was the only place she could wait with- 
out men trying pick her up, and there only she stared the 
paintings intently. was his habit designate the Rousseau paint- 
ing because its cryptic innocence had suggested his earliest im- 
pression her. 

She stood there before the canvas, her eyes dark and blank, 
gazing the barren ground, the vulnerable figure protected 
its sleep, and that peculiarly self-contained lion. Again felt 
the strange vagueness her presence and that attraction, drawing 
him though into vacuum. For full minute hesitated, con- 
sidered turning and walking out. Then slowly, without surprise, 
she turned him she had known were there. And smile 
came over his face, old assumed understandings, and went 
take her arm. She smiled back him did so. 

“Still beautiful?” said. 
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She gestured over her shoulder. “What happens when 
wakes up?” she asked. 

“Who?” 

“The she said turning the painting. “Does the lion 
eat him?” 

you know he’s asleep? might dead.” 

“His eyes are beginning open.” 

“He picks his mandolin and plays the lion. And 
the lion likes the music becomes enthralled. doesn’t like 
the music eats the gypsy. But might dead. might never 
wake up.” 

“But you think so?” she insisted. 

“No, that will make you happy. Come.” 

They went for cocktails bar where they used drink 
together. 

“What made you come back?” asked. 

“Oh, reason,” she said. 

“You never anything for reasons, you?” 

that’s because don’t have any reasons for doing 
anything.” 

you say that?” 

don’t know,” she said. 

long have you been here?” 

week.” 

“Seen your parents?” 

called them,” she said. think they’ve washed their hands 
again.” 

“What now?” 

“For being she said. “That is, for going from places 
where I’m unhappy places where think might happier.” 

“And have you been?” 

“Some places, for while.” 

you’ve really been around, haven’t you? How did you 

take care me. Take places, get jobs.” 

“How many times did you almost get married?” 

“England, Italy, Greece.” 
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what were you those people? What are you 
for that matter?” 

seem thriving,” she said, fixing him her indefi- 
nite gaze. 

not excited.” 

“You don’t know her. She’s rich.” 

nice.” 

it.” 

you love?” she asked. 

“Yes,” said lightly. “With you.” 

She smiled. wouldn’t have said that unless you didn’t 
mean it.” 

unless was kidding,” said laughingly. put his 
hand lightly over hers the table. Then for moment they 
smiled almost bashfully, feeling shy with one another. 

you come place for dinner?” asked. 


she said. come mine.” 


Several hours later the ringing her telephone wakened 
him. realized must have been ringing for minutes. 
telephone ringing,” said, arising beside her. 

know.” 

continued ring. 

“Do you want answer it?” asked her. 

“It might important.” 

“It important. That’s why don’t want answer it.” She 
added: “It’s not important me.” 

“Oh. You know who is?” 

know ring this long.” 

“You have relate everything yourself, don’t you?” 

The phone stopped ringing. 

“Sorry,” said. “Forget it.” 

didn’t mean that,” she said. envy you that Some- 
times everything irrelevant death.” 
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“It’s just kind insanity. And that’s yours. You need 
things made sense for you.” 

“By whom?” 

what your tradition’s supposed for you. What’s 
your tradition?” 

“Was anyone know?” asked. 

“None your business. No. Don’t cranky.” 

like cat,” said. “The kind that likes rub 
against you.” 

don’t like cats.” 

don’t either. don’t even like people who like cats. just 
like people who act like cats. And only some cats. And only some 
the people who act like them.” 

few. One.” 

“Go on,” she said. 

“And love like child. Innocent. Innocent 
child’s sleep.” 

innocent?” she asked. 

laughed. 

“That’s dirty attitude,” she said. 

“Am wrong?” asked. 

don’t know,” she said. “How can you tell?” 

The phone began ringing again. 

“Maybe you are. Damn. Let pick the receiver and 
hang up.” 

“No,” she said. know I’m here.” 

was late into morning when was awakened her 
shaking his shoulder. “Have been asleep?” she was saying, 
“have been asleep?” 

guess so,” said. found the lamp switch 
and turned on. She was sitting up, stiffly, her arms crossed over 
her breast. Her face was weird, the features looked collapsed, 
the flesh loosened, she had aged suddenly. She watched him 
warily, her black pupils distended and flickering, and could 
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see his reflection the black gleam her irises, and could see 
those dark mirrors hatred and terror and violence. drew 
back, afraid not much her the feelings catalyzed 
himself her. Then her blank gaze grew distracted, indefinite, 
her expression merely empty. 

“What it?” asked her. 

“Nothing,” she said. 

bad dream?” asked. 

don’t know. Something happened me.” 

“Why don’t you lie back?” said, touching her shoulder. 

She pulled away. want you go.” 

“Now?” 

“Yes now. away. Now.” 

walked slowly through the quiet darkness her street 
toward the subway, then reversed his direction suddenly hail 
passing cab. stepped into the cab thought saw out 
the corner his eye familiar figure hurrying with hat 
brim down and coat collar up. But looking again when had 
settled himself the cab saw one the darkness. was 
not, any case, someone could have placed. 

The following day Cayman asked Simon into his office. 

have message from Mr. said. coming 
New York Wednesday.” 

“Yes?” said Simon. 

Cayman regarded him impassively. Then said, “If what 
say seems too personal, believe can trust you tell me. But 
think will helpful you. understand from April that 
you plan tell Mr. Foxbite you’re tentatively engaged his 
daughter.” 

“That’s right.” 

“Now, though there may plausibly indefinite engage- 
ment happen believe you will never marry April—let fin- 
ish. wouldn’t dare tell you this since have way proving it, 
except that think you already know yourself. Since you know 
the circumstances better than do, there’s need spelling them 
out. can only ask you consider them honestly. you earn- 
estly consult your own feelings think they will suggest the right 
course far more strongly that can presume do. 
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“If keep that mind for minute, perfectly 
fair, would like make clear own motives this matter. 
means, you might suppose, acting for Mr. Foxbite, 
but own initiative and own interest. Mr. Foxbite’s 
daughter charming girl—do understand one another? 
She and are better acquainted than you know, and short, Mr. 
Lode, wish settle down.” 

paused regard Simon, though appraisal. 

‘One more thing. happen have disposal, Simon, 
this particular moment, certain position 

“You don’t mean tell me, Mr. Cayman, that you expect 
give April for bribe?” 

not asking anything, Simon. only out 
opportunity for you give now advantageously what 
give will have give sooner later. asking you 
anything it’s agree with estimation your situation you 
yourself believe true. That you may not like the situation 
understandable, but you allow that dislike interfere with 
possible alternatives, you will not, may say so, yourself 
justice.” 

you spoken April about this?” 

don’t need to.” 

“The answer no,” said Simon, getting up. give 
April will without your help.” 

“Either way will do, Simon. I’m your disposal any time 
between now and when you plan speak Mr. Foxbite.” 

showed Simon out the door smiled wistfully him 
and said sympathetically, hope haven’t outraged you, Mr. 
Lode.” 

Why Simon did not back see Cayman did not know, 
except that from the moment left Cayman’s office there was 
never any question his mind doing so. There was doubt that 
Cayman was right his estimation, not much right 
lizing Simon’s half hidden thoughts. But though Cayman’s alterna- 
tive would have provided perfect unravelling for his tangled 
affairs; though Simon might well have accepted Cayman’s offer 
since was plausible move the game had chosen play; 
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whether because pride, because could not tolerate the 
obstruction his plans even though they were now little more 
than plans; whether was that cherished enough affection for 
April prevent him from manipulating her summary way, 
that simply could not bear calculating badly his own 
motives, did not know; but did not return, Instead spoke 
Foxbite, April having prepared the way, and was received with 
half pleased grunt and vigorous paw. And during the following 
weeks not only maintained his liaison with Joan, but introduced 
her Cayman and Foxbite, both whom seemed like her enor- 
mously and between them managed, course, find her very 
pleasant job. 

April and Joan, not surprisingly, did not become warm 
friends, but was impersonal thing, April seeing Joan 
potential competitor, and Joan recognizing that April saw her 
one. for Joan, she appeared not mind April Simon’s 
relation her whatever Simon did when was not her 
presence; seemed fact mindless, vapid, moving from day 
day without motive direction. And yet she seemed Simon 
less lovely for that, her evident vulnerability evoking him 
protective impulse and giving him agreeable sensation 
fatherliness. 

But the strain duplicity, relief first from his advancing 
enervation, began tell Simon. Once bought flowers for 
April and gave them instead Joan, realizing only when, pre- 
pared for April’s exuberant embrace, received Joan’s vague 
smile. tended get into arguments with waiters and one oc- 
casion almost fought with bartender who insisted there real 
difference between Gibson and Martini. His health was deterio- 
rating again: one doctor told him give drinking and smoking, 
another told him relax and have good time, and his dentist 
drilled out two old fillings and replaced them with inlays, mostly 
because Simon insisted had tooth aches. 

was early Spring now, and warm for that season New 
York, warm enough propose Joan weekend trip the coun- 
try. Simon was supposed upstate with April and her father 
the location one Foxbite’s movies. arranged leave 
early, claiming need for few days’ solitude, and promised 
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meet them when they arrived the area. was his idea send 
Joan home train. 

They left Simon’s old car Friday afternoon head- 
ing for small lake upstate known fishermen and discreet 
honeymooners. They drove slowly, Simon manipulating with 
familiar care the controls the fragile machine out the 
rumble seat era which had preserved since high school days. 
They reached just before sunset the long rounded hills upstate 
New York, newly green, blue the distance where the farthest 
ridges faded into the paler blue grey white the 
cloud puffed sky. They stopped buy supplies and was eve- 
ning when they drove down the crude dirt road into the cabin 
colony the lake. stopped the car outside the office Joan 
drew ring from her bag and held up. “Should wear it?” she 
asked. took the ring from her and placed her wedding 
ring finger and kissed the finger and her hand and then her face. 

She cooked dinner and went collect wood for the fire 
against the increasing coolness the evening, enjoying the fresh- 
ness the cool air and the rustling quiet the woods and the 
homeliness his task. After dinner they sat front the fire- 
place and finished slowly bottle cold red wine, talking little, 
growing warm with the wine and the fire, smoking little self 
consciously cigar she had bought him privately and given him 
she poured his coffee. 

When they came back the fire little later had died 
embers still burning from within, glowing, radiating steady 
replenished the fire and she brought blanket. They 
sat before the fire with the one blanket thrown over both their 
shoulders, sitting with the light the fire only, the fire their 
only warmth besides that their bodies cloaked the blanket 
against the cold the night. The firelight flickered redly her 
uncovered body, playing over the shadows and folds her flesh. 
and even her black eyes reflected the reddish light, darkly, 
she stared abstractedly into the flames. 

When awoke the morning was cold the cabin. 
slipped out bed while Joan slept and put his bathing suit on. 
paused the bed and reached his hand toward her face but with- 
drew slowly. Behind him closed the cabin door quietly. The 
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early morning sun was bright where splashed through the trees, 
and hot. But the mountain air was cold with sharp edge when 
breathed deeply. the path the lake there were small sudden 
movements the undergrowth and quick rustling sounds the 
dry leaves. Birds were whistling the trees. stumbled down the 
path stubbing his unshod feet and scratching his soles pebbles 
and twigs. The lake was still too cold. “Ideal for honeymooners,” 
remembered said their throwaway. Honeymooners didn’t 
get this early, considered. When they got the lake was 
warm, maybe was ideal for them. probably was because 
most places would be. The icy water numbed his feet and made 
his calves ache stepped off the pebbly beach. dived into 
the water and swam three fast strokes, then waded out, picked 
his towel, and trotted the sun deck. was already warm there, 
with low wall against the breeze and the sun beating down the 
tar board paving. found deck chair and settled into it. Soon 
he dozed. 

awoke perhaps response the slight temperature 
change modulation light occasioned the eclipse his par- 
ticular place the sun. opened his eyes find himself the 
long shadow man. The man stood flat and solid his feet and 
his bulky frame was covered overcoat whose collar was 
turned and topped fedora whose brim was snapped down 
that Simon could not make out his face. “All right, Lode,” said 
the man beery voice, thought was you.” The man looked 
like cop out uniform. Simon started heard his name, 
then sank back into his deck chair, smiling. “Come out, Gun- 
Cannon,” said, know there.” The Sergeant removed 
his hat and thrust his right hand ominously into his bulging over- 
coat pocket way greeting. 

“Well, Lode,” said, “I’ve finally caught with you, have 
1?” 

“It was frame,” said Simon. “How did you ever land here, 
Sergeant?” 

job,” said GunCannon. got going along 
now.” 


you wait have cup coffee with me? God knows 
when seeing you again.” 
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seeing me,” said GunCannon. “I’m working 
New York now. With Mr. Cayman.” looked toward the road 
the highway. “Call duty,” said strode away. Simon 
watched him get into black four door sedan and drive off. 

while later saw Joan coming down the path the com- 
pany blond young lady dressed bathing suit with man’s 
shirt thrown over it. went meet them. had idea,” 
Joan’s companion was saying. Joan was regarding her remotely 
with air listening but not wanting get too close. 
them here aren’t married and don’t even trouble make secret 
it.” She was twisting her wedding ring nervously. “If didn’t 
have such short she continued, would have gone right 

“Good morning,” said Simon Joan. 

don’t think I’ve even introduced myself your wife,” said 
the young lady. “I’m Mary Fuller, mean Miller. been mar- 
ried such short time you know, can hardly get used the name. 
I’ve just been telling your wife about the crew brazen women 
here. can’t tell you, it’s such pleasure find someone can just 
talk to. have introduce you both Seymour. Sluttery, Sey- 
mour calls it. You look well together, dear.” 

Here Joan suddenly turned and walked quickly back the 
direction the cabin. Mrs. Miller waved goodbye and continued 
the lake. 

Just Simon was about follow Joan noticed three cars 
bouncing down the road from the highway. watched them 
they came stop and saw Foxbite emerge from the first one and 
come charging the hill toward him. Other men jumped out 
the following cars and immediately started setting photographic 
equipment. 

“Lode!” barked Foxbite. “Cayman told find you 

are you doing, following me?” 

location. you’re alone? didn’t believe Cay- 
man for minute.” 

man hung with photographic equipment sidled Fox- 
bite. ready roll, Mr. Foxbite,” said. 
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that lake,” yelled Foxbite. “Get some fish it. Make 
them jump.” 

“Right,” said the man scurrying away. “Jump.” 

“Not for minute,” Foxbite said, pawing Simon’s shoulder 
genially. don’t know what thinks he’s to. 
deep one, that Cay 

that moment Mrs. Miller walked by, dripping. “It’s just 
ideal,” she remarked passing. “You must tell your wife have 
dip.” 

Foxbite looked from Simon Mrs. Miller’s retreating figure, 
and from Mrs. Miller “Then you are here with Joan?” 
asked quietly. 

“Yes, I’m here with Joan,” shouted Simon. 

Foxbite turned and started walking down toward his crew, 
then turned again and came back Simon. “Listen, said, 
“vou leave Joan alone and bother mentioning this 
April.” 

“Leave Joan alone! What you have with Joan?” 

“What you think?” 

stood staring the older man turned and said 
glumly, “Hello, Cayman. you doing here?” 

“Why didn’t you tell you were going stop 
Lode?” said Cayman, strolling with April his arm. “We 
would have come along.” 

“We almost missed you,” said April; then she stamped her 
foot and said, “Oh!” They all turned toward the path follow 
April’s gaze and saw Joan, who took one look them and turned 
off into the woods without breaking her stride. 

her,” said Foxbite. 

“Let her go,” said Simon. 

was Cayman who, excusing himself from April, finally 
went after her. 


When Simon could think again, which was about week 
later, very purposefully set about putting his tangled feelings 
order. Joan, told himself, had never been committed him. 
the contrary, himself, who should have made the first step, 
had never even offered her commitment and was instead presum- 
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ably engaged April. had listened Cayman, who had 
least the virtue seeing things clearly, there would probably have 
been trouble. Since awoke too late the possibility that his 
feeling for Joan was his purest and perhaps only entirely sincere 
motive for doing anything, his one remaining course was accept 
the fact that was too late. Simon made everything right and 
sensible, until there should have been nothing left but residue 
sorrow which would enable him continue what was almost 
tempted call the business life, little wearily first, but ulti- 
mately with more poignant understanding. 

Nevertheless this analysis seemed not true, however 
sensible might have been. could not work enjoy himself 
even divert himself, that after two weeks was most appalled 
simply the extent his own incapacity. The only, not idea 
purpose, but even desire left him unshattered seemed his feeling 
for Joan. the end there was reason stay away from her. 

knew what time she came home from work and gauged 
himself arrive her place accordingly. was walking 
her street saw Joan walking down the other side the block 
the arm Cayman. ducked into store opposite her building 
and watched them inside. waited. Cayman did not come out. 
After while went phone booth and dialed her number. The 
phone rang for long time and there was answer. hung 
and dialed again. There was still answer. called the operator 
see her phone was out order. was not. dialed her num- 
ber once more and listened the regular buzzing for while. Then 
left the receiver hanging off the hook and walked out the 
booth. 

One act vindictiveness suggesting another, went immedi- 
ately call April, feeling, moreover, that owed confrontation 
the girl who was more less, far formally knew, his 
fiancee. She received him coldly enough, her dominant note being 
not anger betrayed confidence, but contempt. 

“He certainly walked all over you,” she said, referring 
Cayman. 

“He left his footprints your father, too.” 

“Daddy? What you mean?” 


“Why you think chased after when Cayman told 
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him was with Joan?” 

“Because you were supposed engaged me. Could 
there better reason?” 

“No. But there could worse one.” 

“You mean that girl and Daddy? hateful. Daddy’s 
fool.” 

“Neither are lot other guys. Neither was Neither 
Cayman.” 

what are you trying say about Lester?” 

“Lester, it? You try telling Daddy that Lester sleeping 
with that girl and see how much fool Daddy is.” 

“You’re just trying get even being spiteful. 
dirty, childish person and despise you.” 

“Try telling him.” 

won’t repeat your hateful lies. know Lester isn’t having 
affair with that girl.” 

“Really. How you know?” 

“Because,” she said triumphantly, “he’s having one with 
and we’re love with one another.” 

see,” said Simon. 

took his hat and left. 

After leaving April, Simon went directly his apartment, 
pulled out his trunk, and carefully packed most his possessions. 
The following day sent the trunk into storage. Then found 
himself cheap room which moved the remainder his 
belongings. That evening went out and bought armful 
pulp detective magazines. Reading slowly and carefully dis- 
covered took him day read five magazines. was later 
able reduce this number cultivating his capacity for sleep 
which, after some effort his will, perhaps effort relin- 
quish it, was able increase mean, amid erratic variations, 
twelve hours out twenty-four. those days when was 
able exceed this mean experienced small but gratifying 
sense triumph, for did not all like detective fiction. Nor, 
when had consumed the news stand’s monthly supply that 
genre, did like any greater degree true confessions, westerns, 
science fiction, phantasy. Finally there came day toward the 
end the month, when the news stand’s stock fresh pulps 
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petered out. For week went movies, but the effort was too 
great and the intervals between necessarily too long. felt 
might just well work. 

found himself job clerk, but was farcically 
incompetent that was fired within week. was period when 
objects seemed disobey him. who had been typing sixty 
words minute for years now found had use the hunt-and 
peck system painstakingly order avoid mistakes. con- 
stantly lost pencils, often misplaced documents, and files eluded 
him with stubborn regularity. gave finally, losing himself 
amusement his own fumbling, and accepted his 
with good humor which his superiors were even more aghast 
than they were his incompetence. 

went the next day the recruiting station Times Square. 
Was there still Foreign Legion, wanted know? But the 
soldiers there seemed disturbed his evident sobriety that 
burst into laughter; whereupon the soldiers, suspicious from the 
first, called him wise guy and shoved him rudely out the door. 
proceeded phone booth and called the French Consulate. 
How would about enlisting the Foreign Legion? This 
provoked much polite confusion the other end the line 
that ran out coins before could get any kind answer. 
The hell with it, said, and returned home. 

this time his physical condition was worse than ever. 
went through increasingly long periods when could not hold 
down his food. tried the remedy eating less and less. How- 
ever his headaches reached intensity which even great doses 
aspirin did good. This condition attributed his teeth. 
The deniist agreed, and recommended have all his teeth pulled. 
was his bite; his bite was terrible. should hear bark,” 
said Simon. “What?” said the dentist little blankly. “Never 
mind,” said Simon, just well die with teeth in.” “Die?” 
said the dentist. figure speech,” said Simon. 

Simon bought television set. was easily his most con- 
venient expedient. Sleep was cancelled out problem since 


there were programs available almost every hour, and more- 
over could doze watched. set comfortable chair within 
arm’s reach the tuning dial, and settled there. Watching the 
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changeless, ever-changing activity flicker incessantly across the 
screen, the consumer end his former profession now, 
wondered sometimes the stupefying vitality gone into its pro- 
duction. Not much the fact it, but the wonderful mystery 
that even such vitality could sustain itself vapid end. 
But this was ripple the surface the blessed stupefaction 
the machine brought him. 

One thing now disturbed his peace. developed, sitting 
his chair watching the screen, the delusion that there was some- 
thing behind him. Delusion though knew was, however 
argued against it, grew strong and stronger. would grow 
uncomfortable and twist his chair, and feel compelled look 
behind him, and this very minute the thing was him. 
prickled the skin his back, could feel there, and the longer 
refrained from looking, the closer came until was just 
over his shoulder. And every time looked was afraid, half 
expecting see there. But never did. And moved his 
chair flat against the wall finally, and kept the room well lit. 

From the new position his chair could see out the win- 
dow, and one evening glimpsed under lamp post the figure 
man with his hat brim snapped down and his collar turned 
whose face could not see. looked again and the man 
was gone. suspected was GunCannon though could not 
sure nor did care even think about much. The days 
passed and Simon dozed and woke and grew thinner. 


There was knock the door one day and was Cayman. 
Simon greeted him with exaggerated energy and shook his hand 
with what was almosi exuberance. 

say that was expecting you,” said, “but come 
in, come in.” 

Cayman stood facing him for while without saying any- 
thing, the older man’s calm eyes surveying noncommittally Simon’s 
hysterical pantomine hospitality. 

become fan yours,” Simon said, “following your 
looked his watch. “One your programs 

come,” said Cayman, “because friend mine asked 
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find man for job has open. He’s had hard time 
finding competent person; know your work, told him 
might know someone. You don’t have tell definitely for 
while. fact rather you didn’t answer all. leave 
the man’s address. 

want make clear that though realize you left your 
job because feel responsibility. you know consider 
your behavior senseless. tell you only because you might think 
some own acts blamable. the contrary, consider what 
I’ve done has only brought ambiguous situation its inevitable, 
and might even say, proper conclusion. Your opinion 
entirely your own business. I’m saying all this only make 
plain that I’ve told you about this job not from any sense obli- 
gation but because there’s job that needs done.” 

“You presume mistakenly thoughts,” said Simon. 
“According nobody’s blame for anything.” 

must know that I’m going marry April.” 

haven’t been reading the papers. Congratulations.” 

“Perhaps interested hearing about Joan?” 

can’t say lost interest that lovely girl’s somnambu- 
lations.” 

“Last heard she was headed for the Pacific Coast. believe 
she intended Mexico. For the winter, she said, because 
warmer there.” 

“Tt’s not bad reason,” said Simon. 

there any sense letting yourself go?” asked Cayman 
suddenly. 

“No,” said Simon. 

“You know yourself there was way stopping the way 
things came out.” 

what happens me.” 

not willing make the best things. Your hands, 
after all, are dirty 

the difference? don’t have names for things any 

sucker’s heaven. It’s dark and empty any 
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“Tell me,” said Simon. “Do you get the feeling we’re all 

“All right, don’t listen me. what you know you should 
do. Get out here and get the hell back work.” 

“You know I’m right.” 

said Simon. no, no.” 

During the following weeks Simon grew very weak. could 
longer eat solid food. His headaches became one constant 
headache, varying only intensity. would remain almost 
rigid for long periods time, his eyes open but mindless, awake 
but unconscious. Finally there came the day when his money ran 
out. went into the street and found fire alarm box. pulled 
the alarm and waited. 

was Cayman who pulled him through this difficulty, but 
the condition agree hospital for observation. Cay- 
man saw that had the best care. was very sick, the 
doctors said, but there was nothing wrong with him. Simon took 
all this attention with appalling equanimity. disagreed good 
naturedly with the doctors, insisting had brain fever. Psycho- 
somatic, the doctors said finally, and turned him over the psy- 
chiatrists. But few days later Simon closed his eyes and died. 
the end insisted had brain fever. Cayman arranged the 
funeral, which himself, his wife, and his father-in-law were the 
only mourners. Sergeant GunCannon managed arrange for the 
small cortege wailing and rather too elaborate escort police 
motorcycles which himself led. The expenses were paid with 
Simon’s insurance policies. Joan was contacted for the funeral, but 
she was Mexico City, where she was about engaged 
retired Mexican general. 
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NOTES, REVIEWS SPECULATIONS 


Prize Stories 1959: The Henry Awards, edited Paul Engle, 
Doubleday, 1959. 


the twentieth century America has been place which the short 
story has had healthy existence; expected that any the 
annual Henry Prize Story books will contain material very much worth 
reading and will put good show the current interests and techniques 
writers short stories. Paul Engle’s 1959 model does not betray these 
expectations—that must said for it—even though the selecting and edit- 
ing game has been played little differently from what has been some 
past years. This middle-of-the road selection, not unlike Modern Re- 
publicanism. The game has been played conservatively, and times the 
reader gets the feeling that some the species are not only being con- 
served, zoo, but have already been stuffed and mounted 
museum. However, there are weak stories, and the story that might 
most tempted call weak, Peter Taylor’s “Venus, Cupid, Folly and Time” 
(from the Kenyon Review), was chosen the editors the recipient 
the first prize for this year. The fact that this story stands out from the 
others account what may thought weaknesses one the 
best indications the nature the selecting whole. 

the past the Henry editors have often seemed straining 
find one two good stories each year from among the great number 
printed large circulation magazines and balance these with stories that 
first appeared relatively unknown ephemeral little magazines. Mr. 
Engle avoids both extremes this year and settles for respectability. There are 
three stories from the New Yorker, which proper enough; two each from 
the Atlantic Monthly and Esquire (this latter may surprise some people, 
but should not); and one each from Harper’s, Harper’s Bazaar, Made- 
moiselle, the Yale Review, the Virginia Quarterly Review, the Partisan 
Review, the Hudson Review, and the Kenyon Review. And that the whole 
it. These are all good places look for good short fiction; they form 
fact the iron-armored phalanx stoutly defending the heartland the cul- 
ture have present—a little right center. result, the stories give 
better view where have been the last generation two than 
where are right now where are going. They add ‘retro- 
spective’ exhibit; there are bold thrusts into the blue unknown, unless 
the George Elliott story one exception. 

Maybe this course the wisest one take the circumstances 
now know. The soothsayers have been reporting signs and portents that 
the short story, spite its robust exterior, suffering from inner 
malady. Short story writing becoming the occupation the complacent 
middle-aged. have outfoxed our sympathies and imaginations, and the 
only way retreat. Even five years ago powerhouse writers were 
inventing their own worlds, but they have since then gone native, and 
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genial spirits have taken their places the ranks. Another version has 
that the Jack Kerouacs, the Zen Buddhists, and the Be-boppers live uneasily 
the structures the short story and abandon them for the jungles. 
what can wise man who has get together collection short stories 
but (figuratively) pull back his outposts and look for shelter. 

George Elliott’s “Among the the one clear exception 
among the chosen stories. Here story with sharp edge it, one 
which the form has not been blunted and which the material not grop- 
ing about for its form, inclined think true the Peter Taylor 
story and also John Cheever’s “The Trouble Marcie Flint” from the 
New Yorker. the Taylor story the derivations and limitations are more 
obvious than the reasons for trying combine them. Sky-high symbolism, 
Kafkaesque conventionalization reality, themes social significance, 
incest themes, sentimentalism, Faulkner’s cosmos, the Gothic tradition, and 
snobbism all try get together form Art Club. They not make it; 
and the invention, which tries carry the load with the narrative account 
annual children’s party, dull, not indeed painfully banal, con- 
trast all the glittering obtruding knobs imputed significance. 

Thomas William’s “Goose Pond,” the story man who has need 
readjust himself life and death after the death his wife, and James 
Baldwin’s “Come out the Wilderness” are strong stories without seeming 
unduly retrogressive conservative, and MacDonald Harris’ “Second 
Circle” juicy tale timeless Boccaccio. The bright dialogue the 
maladjusted girl “Tib’s Eve” Ellen Curie the best tradition 
the New Yorker’s mannered manner, and Jean Stafford’s Reasonable 
Facsimile” likewise well-told, although glossy and slick rendition 
the waning years retired philosophy professor, disturbing ac- 
count its romantic distortions and diffused hyperbole. Conservatism 
literary force has its virtues but also has serious defects, prominent 
among which the easy acceptance unreality stories like Miss Staf- 
ford’s. William Eastlake’s “Flight the Circle Heart,” from Harper’s, 
another story built base 

And the local-colorism and folk-lorism Tom Filer’s “The Last Voy- 
age,” Helga Sandburg’s “Witch and Alma Stone’s Bible 
Salesmen” point another aspect conservatism revisited. These are also 
well-told stories, but when they remind less own anxieties and 
urgencies than the long lost world Wilbur Daniel Steele, led 
remind myself that the world changing very fast this decade 
and that probably cannot afford the luxury trying home again. 


—Baxter Hathaway 


John Updike, The Poorhouse Fair. Alfred Knopf, 1959. 


John Updike’s first long published work belongs that peculiar 
and interesting category fiction called, for want definitive term, the 
novelette, the short novel, the long short story. Straightforward theme, 
plot, and characters, this unusual novel describes terms complicated 
imagery and metaphor imagined America fifteen years from now, 
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dramatized the events the fair day the Diamond Country Home 
for the Aged. 

Updike recognizes Orwell’s achievement (who wants write second 
1984?) and does not describe the future sensational terms. Rather, 
chooses describe America the 1970’s seen through the eyes 
generation waitjng for death the poorhouse, that is, generation which 
was mature the familiar forties and fifties. the tradition Huxley’s 
Brave New World, Updike emphasizes the plausibility his fantasy de- 
scribing the present with few major distortions. The character the 
new society, symbolized the smoldering paternalism and the paper con- 
fusion the Diamond Country Home for the Aged, emerges from behind 
the peaceful, recognizable landscape New Jersey. 

part, the action the novel arises from the built-in antagonism 
between the residents and the administrators the poorhouse, where both 
sets characters are defined terms their different kinds lifeless- 
ness. But, the novel, certain extent, concerned with direct descrip- 
tion, rather than with the sterile conflict between these two static sets 
characters. While the absence power, decision about the smallest mat- 
ters, transforms the inmates the poorhouse into automatons, the 
machinery the poorhouse, the trappings the institution, possesses 
superhuman vitality. 

Even more than black death dreaded the gaudy gate: the 
mask sweet red rubber, the violet overhead lights, the rattling 
ride through washed corridors, the steaming, breathing. percolat- 
ing apparatus, basins pink sterilizer. the firm straps binding 
every limb, the sacred pure garb the surgeons, their eyes alone 
showing, the cute knives and angled scissors, the beat your 
own heart pounding through burnished machinery. the green 
color the surgeon’s enormous compassionate eyes. framed, his 
quick breath sucking and billowing the gauze his mask 

The monster the institution, full possession its faculties, be- 
comes the central figure the novel, its power realized the extent human 
figures become mechanized. 

The atmosphere the novel that gruesome relieved 
occasional bits wry humor, (as people become grotesquely conceived 
amusing). 

small red car—foreign the rain and 
stopped the break the wall, blocking the entrance. Black 
snouts commenced poke from the little windows. Ends bulky 
cases, they stuck out and sneaked back, like the heads several 
turtles caught one shell. 

one reviewer remarked “one may come away from the book un- 
touched (curiously, one never thinks liking disliking but, 
the other hand, the reader continually stopping admire the clarity 
its conception and the beautiful, logical progression the language. Com- 
plicated imagery and the development extended comparisons substitute 
for complicated action and psychological density the characters. Simul- 
taneously further elaborate the already intricate surface the novel, 
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genial spirits have taken their places the ranks. Another version has 
that the Jack Kerouacs, the Zen Buddhists, and the Be-boppers live uneasily 
the structures the short story and abandon them for the jungles. 
what can wise man who has get together collection short stories 
but (figuratively) pull back his outposts and look for shelter. 

George Elliott’s “Among the the one clear exception 
among the chosen stories. Here story with sharp edge it, one 
which the form has not been blunted and which the material grop- 
ing about for its form, inclined think true the Peter Taylor 
story and also John Cheever’s “The Trouble Marcie from the 
New Yorker. the Taylor story the derivations and limitations are more 
obvious than the reasons for trying combine them. Sky-high symbolism, 
Kafkaesque conventionalization reality, themes social significance, 
incest themes, Faulkner’s cosmos, the Gothic tradition, and 
snobbism all try get together form Art Club. They not make it; 
and the invention, which tries carry the load with the narrative account 
annual children’s party, dull, not indeed painfully banal, con- 
trast all the glittering obtruding knobs imputed significance. 

Thomas William’s “Goose Pond,” the story man who has need 
readjust himself life and death after the death his wife, and James 
Baldwin’s “Come out the Wilderness” are strong stories without seeming 
unduly retrogressive conservative, and MacDonald Harris’ “Second 
juicy tale timeless Boccaccio. The bright dialogue the 
maladjusted girl “Tib’s Eve” Ellen Curie the best tradition 
the Yorker’s mannered manner, and Jean Stafford’s Reasonable 
Facsimile” likewise well-told, although glossy and slick rendition 
the waning years retired philosophy professor, disturbing ac- 
count its romantic distortions and diffused hyperbole. Conservatism 
literary force has its virtues but also has serious defects, prominent 
among which the easy acceptance unreality stories like Miss Staf- 
ford’s. William Eastlake’s “Flight the Circle Heart,” from Harper’s, 
another story built base 

And the local-colorism and folk-lorism Tom Filer’s “The Last Voy- 
Helga Sandburg’s “Witch and Alma Stone’s “The Bible 
Salesmen” point another aspect conservatism revisited. These are also 
well-told stories, but when they remind less own anxieties and 
urgencies than the long lost world Wilbur Daniel Steele, led 
remind myself that the world changing very fast this decade 
and that probably cannot afford the luxury trying home again. 


Hathaway 


John Updike, The Poorhouse Fair. Alfred Knopf, 1959. 


John Updike’s first long published work belongs that peculiar 
and interesting category fiction called, for want definitive term, the 
novelette, the short novel, the long short story. Straightforward theme, 
plot, and characters, this unusual novel describes terms complicated 
imagery and metaphor imagined America fifteen years from now, 
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dramatized the events the fair day the Diamond Country Home 
for the Aged. 

Updike recognizes Orwell’s achievement (who wants write second 
1984?) and does not describe the future sensational terms. Rather, 
chooses describe America the 1970’s seen through the eyes 
generation waiting for death the poorhouse, that is, generation which 
was mature the familiar forties and fifties. the tradition Huxley’s 
Brave New orld, Updike emphasizes the plausibility his fantasy de- 
scribing the present with few major distortions. The character the 
new society, symbolized the smoldering paternalism and the paper con- 
fusion the Diamond Country Home for the Aged, emerges from behind 
the peaceful, recognizable landscape New Jersey. 

part, the action the novel arises from the built-in antagonism 
between the residents and the administrators the poorhouse, where both 
sets characters are defined terms their different kinds lifeless- 
ness. But, the novel, certain extent, concerned with direct descrip- 
tion, rather than with the sterile conflict between these two static sets 
characters. While the absence power, decision about the smallest mat- 
ters, transforms the inmates the poorhouse into automatons, the 
machinery the poorhouse, the trappings the institution, possesses 
superhuman vitality. 

Even more than black death dreaded the gaudy gate: the 
mask sweet red rubber, the violet overhead lights, the rattling 
ride through washed corridors, the steaming, percolat- 
ing apparatus, basins pink the firm straps binding 
every limb, the sacred pure garb the surgeons, their eyes alone 
showing, the cute knives and angled scissors, the beat your 
own heart pounding through burnished machinery. the green 
color the surgeon’s enormous compassionate framed, his 
quick breath sucking and billowing the gauze his mask 

The monster the institution, full possession its faculties, be- 
comes the central figure the novel, its power realized the extent human 
figures become mechanized. 

The atmosphere the novel that gruesome fantasy, relieved 
occasional bits wry humor, (as people become grotesquely conceived 
amusing). 

small red car-—foreign the rain and 
stopped the break the wall, blocking the entrance. Black 
snouts commenced poke from the little windows. Ends bulky 
cases, they stuck out and sneaked back, like the heads several 
turtles caught one shell. 

one reviewer remarked “one may come away from the book un- 
touched (curiously, one never thinks liking disliking but, 
the other hand, the reader continually stopping admire the clarity 
its conception and the beautiful, logical progression the language. Com- 
plicated imagery and the development extended comparisons substitute 
for complicated action and psychological density the characters. Simul- 
taneously further elaborate the already intricate surface the novel, 
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Updike makes self-conscious references other works literature. Thus, 
the dramatization the fair itself, kind epilogue the rest the 
novel, read with the fair scene Madame Bovary mind. 

This the kind novel which must read from the author’s point 
view, the kind book which deliberately draws attention the act 
creating, the dissimilarity between “real life” and life dramatized 
work fiction. Because the elaborate imagery and the subtle use 
language continually draw attention themselves, one senses that Updike 
not primarily concerned with making social prophecy, series por- 
traits, even with speculating about the fate his own generation. While 
reading The Poorhouse Fair, one always excited the author’s imagi- 
nation, more concerned with the language and startling twist phrase 
than with the thing itself Updike describing. Because Updike good 
writer, reading his novel from this point view exciting experience. 
And, somehow the logic the language and the symbolism has its own ac- 
tion and progression that the reader never conscious lack 
physical action. feel Updike’s seriousness about his subject the sin- 
ister institution defined and redefined increasingly horrifying terms. 
Still, attitudes about people are only hinted at, and the consequences his 
terrible fantasy are not elaborated upon; often the ironies situation 
and the complex comparisons are elaborated upon for their own sakes. 

Perhaps his next novel, Updike will apply his art the dramatiza- 
tion person, and life, rather than the dramatization ab- 
straction which cannot elicit our most wholehearted concern. 


—Leigh Buchanan 


Snodgrass, Heart’s Needle. Knopf, 1959. 


seems long time have been waiting for Snodgrass’ first 
book poems, not only because voice clear, honest and moving 
deserves its proper recognition, but also because Snodgrass’ poems have 
never seemed like isolated events, each produced different moment 
the mind surge temperament. They are parts consistent statement, 
and, seeing them together, possible for realize more completely 
what that statement is. 

Snodgrass, poet, like man who has fallen among thieves, and 
been robbed watch fobs, seal rings, mandarin finger-nail guards—of 
everything, short, which not strictly vital the pursuit his occupa- 
tion. cannot indulge elegances attitude, has opportunity 
collect and exhibit fashionable bijouterie. has been left standing his 
shirt, and with more protection than that, will have learn what his 
body and mind can tell him about themselves and their relevance the 
road standing on. Snodgrass poem occasional, save when the 
occasion strikes these questions. Nor, though the tone may sometimes 
deceptive, any his poems other than serious. 

The effort these poems make determine clearly possible what 
and who the speaker is, judge and set aside the answers conventional 
oracles, resist with bitter stubbornness any effort authority im- 
pose definitions. The poems are engaged that extraordinary and uneasy 
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struggle: get the truth. And their assumption that the truth per- 
son may most understood his private, not his public actions. The pop- 
ulation the poems is, for this reason, limited one. encounter mainly 
family relations, those lovers. this intimate world the public world 
serves only apocalyptic chorus, chant disgusting overstuffed 
voices making unkind comments the peripheries. 

The belief the personal over the public world dangerous only 
supposes that simple antagonism the public will justify any attitudes 
the personal wishes display. Snodgrass never guilty this evasion. 
Much our common world dislikes, but excluded from his poems 
principally that the matters first significance more concentrated 
can brought bear. 

This scrutiny turns amused and terrified, exalted moved 
loathing for the world intense that will, brutally meant do, 
leave the reader nauseated. may seem too great distance from the be- 
mused insouciance with which “These Trees Stand” concludes let 
wipe our glasses our shirts: Snodgrass walking through the uni- 
the catalogue horrors that paralyze and enact human hatred 
one section “Heart’s Needle” (“I stand the unborn, putty- 
colored children curled jars alcohol.”) But when have deter- 
mined follow honesty, honesty demands the recognition that our rages 
are true part are our civilized amusements, that one neces- 
sary being understood the other. 

The honesty the effort understanding served language 
great directness and force. Indeed, might say the language that 
serviceable, that does not intrude, and also that accessible. may 
blunt this couplet: “In thirty years may not get Younger, shrewder, 
out debt.” may present much more intricate description, this, 
Ixion: “That screaming half-beast, strapped the hub, Whom Juno’s 
animal mist had known.” Or, from the same poem, Orpheus’ first sight 
Eurydice hell: “In one long avenue she was Wandering toward me, 
vague, uncertain, Limping little still.” may mockingly syncopated: 
“sing for the flyboys, birdy, praise their profession.” flexible 
and various, but never permitted indulge meaningless pyrotech- 
nics, and never obscure. 

The long sequence poems that gives the book its title, and that won 
the first Ingram Merrill Foundation award, requires some special comment. 
Here both the concern with the personal, and the insistence that all the evi- 
dence experience provides shall made available the poem—that noth- 
ing shall their full statement. The poem magnificently 
avoids the twin uglinesses compulsive decorum and compulsive confes- 
sion. does not suppose that should eat our meat and pretend the mag- 
gots hatred and unpleasantness are not it, but neither will elevate 
unpleasantness the position where unpleasant sincere. 
“Heart’s Needle” will prove equally embarrassing poem for those who 
feel that detachment all, and those who feel nothing. 

The poem, moreover, demonstrates Snodgrass’ ability handle com- 
plex structural problems way that his earlier poems, with their more 
limited possibilities, had not. Not only seasonal chronology used re- 
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inforcing device, but the varying relation the father and child who 
are separated consistently presented through reference the world 
animals—live, caged, embalmed, the occasion requires. Like most suc- 
cessful structural devices, this reference not obtrusive, but serves 
enforce conception unity which underlies and connects the different, 
the extreme, emotional attitudes the poem. 

“Heart’s more ways than can quickly stated, ac- 
complishment the first order. not very quotable poem—each line, 
being serviceable, depends for its effect its context. Reading isolated 
sentence here and there, might assume that the simplicity forced, that 
this the voice the faux naif speaking. But cannot maintain that at- 
titude long, not even after slight context the opening stanza the 
third section: “The child between them the street Comes puddle, 
lifts his feet And hangs their hands. They start the live weight and 
lurch together, Recoil swing him through the weather, Stiffen and pull 
apart.” 

“Heart’s Needle” not comfortable poem; not Snodgrass’ qual- 
ity comfortable. But any period may the uncomfortable poets 
whom are likely turn value accurate knowledge their, 
and our, perceptions. That uncomfortable single-minded determination 
understand rare enough, and the wholly consonant ability express that 
understanding something must rejoice encounter. Needle 
first book poems technically competent that must wonder how 
its author had time acquire anything other than competence, wise that 
must puzzle that had any leisure ever available for considerations 
technique. have been greatly concerned recent years with identi- 
fying, elucidating and admiring masks personae, have seen innumer- 
able puppets articulated, sometimes life, but more often articulo 
mortis. Perhaps time for the puppet-masters put off their appari- 
tions, dissolve the magical box and show what they look like. Certainly 
Snodgrass shows this Heart’s Needle, and the success his example 
might serve indicate that, even though they abstract your purse 
glittering alliterations, purloin your Greek references and give them the 
poor, refuse you the sanctuary your last guarded reticence, there may 
worse poetic fates than have fallen among thieves. 


The Walks Near Athens, collection poems Hollis Summers, has 
been brought out Harper and will reviewed early issue. Readers 
Epoch will familiar with Mr. Summer’s work, since some the poems 
his book recently appeared here. 


—William Dickey 
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Third Annual 
Antioch Writing and Publishing Seminar 


Antioch College 
Yellow Springs, Ohio 


August through 1959 


Staff: George Elliott, Nolan Miller, Stewart Richardson, 
Snodgrass, Hollis Summers. James McConkey, 
director. 


Scope: The needs the individual writer will stressed—his 
unique problems, his manuscripts. Prose (fiction and 
non-fiction) and poetry will constitute the only cate- 
gories. addition individual conferences (each 
writer will entitled two conferences during the 
week), there will daily workshops poetry and 
prose and daily seminars dealing with the novel and 
the publishing process. There will also series 
evening lectures. 


Cost: Tuition $50. limited number scholarships will 
available, especially younger writers. Housing 
will available the college dormitories—$13 per 
person double room; $16 per person single 
room. Meals will available the Antioch Union. 
special reading fee $10 will charged those at- 
tending the novel seminar. 


Admission: Admission will the basis manuscripts sub- 
mitted advance and/or recommendation college 
university English department member, pub- 
lisher. For full consideration applications and manu- 
scripts should mailed before July the 
Director Continuing Education, Antioch College. 
Admission the novel seminar requires the submission 
least pages and outline novel before 
July 15. Under circumstances will novels ac- 
cepted for criticism during the seminar. 


For Registration Information: Write Director 
Continuing Antioch Writing and Publish- 
ing Seminar, Antioch College, Yellow Springs, Ohio. 
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The Way Down and Out: 
The Occult Symbolist Literature 
JOHN SENIOR, Department English, Cornell University 


BASED the premise that basic metaphysical assumptions 

symbolism are occult and that there direct connection 
between specifically occult and the symbolist 
movement literature,” this the first study that attempts 
demonstrate occult influences the major symbolist poets. 
Analyzed detail are works Blake, Nerval, Baudelaire, Rim- 
baud, Mallarmé, Yeats, Eliot, and others. 

The final chapter, according the author, “is the necessary 
consequence immersion the destructive element 
symbolist literature, or, use the phrase from which the title 
this book taken and which derives from the most conspicuous 
symbolism the entire literature—the consequence the way 
down which these poets have insisted also the way out.” 

Mr. Senior states his preface that “this book argu- 
ment,” but whether not the reader accepts the challenge 
literally, certain find the unique approach symbolist 
literature fascinating and the study carried out with scholarship, 
clarity and wit. 243 pages, $3.75 


Cornell University Press 
124 Roberts Place, Ithaca, New York 
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